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me NO LE ON THE PEAY 


By GILBERT W. GABRIEL 


(Reprinted by permission from the New York Sun 
of September 18, 1926.) 


Neither because it won solemn literary honors in its 
own land nor because it deals in the solid actualities of 
recent history must “Juarez and Maximilian” be pre- 
judged. Rely upon Werfel to light a fire of great poetic 
glow and perilous philosophy under this waxworks of 
Mexico in the hasty, gold-braided, blood-spattered time of 
its Second Empire. 

Something like the lesson Dvorak taught American 
composers when he put his Bohemian talents to work on 
a “New World Symphony” Franz Werfel teaches the 
American dramatists. While they tootle of the lack of 
cis-Atlantic subjects of any possible majesty, they leave 
it to an Austrian to realize the witching color and com- 
pelling irony of this last grand, bewildered gesture of 
royalty on the American continent. 

Yet a Werfel setting scenes in Mexico is not so strange 
as all that, either. For when he dramatizes Archduke 
Maximilian he only transfers to the stage a character of 
fabulous popularity throughout central Europe. There 
this shattered gilt of Maximilian’s quixotic crown has 
taken on the awful dignity of cactus thorns, a halo of mar- 
tyrdom, a legend of gallant, uncomplaining death be- 
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tween two ruffians. Their school histories grant him 
almost sainthood. Sympathy has clamored after him— 
and after his poor, crazed Empress, Carlotta—as never 
after the beheaded Charles of England. 

* * * 

Up here, in the supposedly most temperate of the 
Americas, we take a different cue. The books give us 
Secretary Seward’s crisp and righteous dispatch to little 
Louis Napoleon, shooing the French army out of Mexico 
and declining to recognize any government not republi- 
can. We were much on Juarez’s side then; our principles 
have kept us there. Humanely and politely we asked them 
to spare Maximilian’s life and they did not, and that was 
that. We were too busy planting peace lilies of our own, 
those 1860s, to worry of one wilting and rather incongru- 
ous orchid in the Mexican desert. 

Mexico itself wears few reminders of that exotic epi- 
sode. Dust of all sorts of subsequent uprisings has sifted 
across the bleached facts and strewn possibilities of Maxi- 
milian’s reign. Even in Mexico City, whose marshes, 
giant, mossy cypresses and old adobe alleys he could 
dream of turning into an aerial Paris, the print of his 
short day has been almost wholly trodden out. The mu- 
seum he founded for the Aztec treasures dozes along with 
no thanks to him. The cathedral where they gave him 
coronation crumbles beautifully in the sunlight, remember- 
ing the Diazes and Villas who have since been guests of 
triumph in the square before it, but not him. In the 
palace on Chapultepec’s dark brow they have plastered 
their official “R. M.” over all his frescoed monograms— 
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like Bonaparte’s successor industriously snipping golden 
bees out of the brocade—and all that his Empress did to 
turn the barracks into halls of state and pleasure has 
grown chill and tawdry, monstrously sad. 

* * * 

Only in the shrieking pellmell of a railroad station, set 
apart as an oddity of peeling varnish and old-fashioned 
awkwardness, you may see the imperial couple’s private 
car. Or, elsewhere, still more florid in its dilapidation, 
their state coach, once the marvel of black, uncompre- 
hending Indian eyes it rolled past. Or, in the theatrical 
mobbery of the Thieves’ Market, perhaps, among a tray- 
ful of grime and faked jewelry, a castaway, miserably 
tarnished medal of that Order of Guadalupe with which 
Maximilian would have decorated the loyal, wise and 
noble of his realm. 

Jurik and stray bits, that is all. From no country on 
earth do the captains and the kings depart so quickly as 
from Mexico. The white plumed mountains look down, 
now, upon a land of most modern labor unions, large 
department stores, golf clubs and excellent Orizaba beer. 

* * * 

Juarez, of course, has his tablets, monuments and mau- 
soleums. You do not need to read Werfel’s play to real- 
ize what abstract and mighty force, altogether rightful, 
altogether devastating, Benito Pablo Juarez will represent. 

Juarez never appears in person on the stage of this 
new drama. You hear of him, catch glimpses of him, 
only through other characters’ awed eyes. In your imag- 
ination the grim little Indian patriot takes on the huge- 
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ness, terribleness, of that sky filling silhouette in Werfel’s 
other revolutionary annals, “Goat Song.” Only, here the 
Nameless has name, the Horror has Justice’s proud, 
bronzed features, the torch is recognized and honored 
from the first as the torch of uncompromising and inex- 
orable Liberty. 

“Tn vain we search history for a more wonderful exam- 
ple of human greatness and success—a poor Indian boy, 
emerging from the wild mountains of Oaxaca to link his 
name to some of the most radical reforms the American 
continent has ever witnessed.” 

Thus they celebrate him in letters of gold on the walls 
of their national Congress. Exile had steeled him—he 
once peddled fruit on the streets of New Orleans—and he 
came through the fire of the church’s hate baked black 
and brave. Succeeding legally to Mexico’s Presidency, 
he would be President-in no matter what improvised, 
tumbled down capital, in spite of all the rich aristocrats, 
Louis Napoleon and his Bazaine, 40,000 foreign troops, 
“death, despot or devil.” What chance had a charming, 
all too well meaning dupe in king’s clothing like Maxi- 
milian against this magnificent, metal plated patriotism ? 

The whole of Werfel’s tragedy is the tragedy of that 
small chance. 

* * * 

To history and historical characters Werfel’s play is 
true. Here and there an idealizing, a generalizing to suit 
the heroic dimensions and processional mood of fresco. 
Porfirio Diaz, for instance, but a young idol of a Diaz, 
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typification of the daring of the “youth of the New 
World,” blazing in red Garibaldian shirt. 

Or, again, the imperial consort, Carlotta. On her bar- 
ren ambition, her subjective, self consuming pugnacity, 
Werfel confers the tragedy of a latter-day Lady Macbeth. 
He gives you the facts about her, financial and medical, 
but he throws on them the light of a pitying admiration. 
Her famous gallop back to Europe, her rebuff by her 
stolid royal relatives and throne room shysters, her reso- 
lution shattering into silly mania, mania into utter pros- 
pation . . ~ present or absent, shie.is:the iron of 
whatever will power Maximilian can attain. And when 
she breaks to bits, the splinters tear deeper than rebel 
bullets into his soft heart. 

Or, still again, that beautiful but slightly balmy lady, the 
Princess Salm-Salm, mixture of brilliance and eccentric- 
ity, loyalty, vanity, a New England heredity and a circus 
horseback rider’s environment, who so adored and de- 
fended Maximilian’s name. Werfel gives you the humor 
of her, the impetuosity and excess, but the clear radiance 
of her, too. And through her frayed lips he launches in 
the end a veritable “Song of Songs,” a crinoline Salome’s 
lament over the slain Emperor. 
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JUAREZ AND MAXIMILIAN 


FIRST) PICTURE 


SCENE: Government seat of Benito Juarez, the repub- 
lican President, at Chihuahua in northern Mexico. A 
bare and rather dilapidated government office which dates 
back to the Spanish Régime. High, deep, arched windows 
rear. The broken panes are mended with paper, the walls 
covered with placards, manifestos and edicts which always 
end with the capital-lettered battle cry: “Long live the 
rightful republic.’ Left, a door upholstered with hastily 
arranged mattresses. Right is a big door to the outer 
corridor. An official desk-table is pulled up to the light 
and the president’s secretary, LAWYER ELIzEA Sits at tt 
working. On the wooden bench where people sit and watt 
the City Deputy oF CHIHUAHUA ts hunched, staring mo- 
tionless. CLARK, the war correspondent for the New York 
Herald, paces up and down very much at his ease. 


CLARK 

Damn it, sir. This honored and revered Sefior Benito 
Juarez seems to be a myth. [ELizEA shrugs to show he 
can't help him. CvarK, in his quick sharp speech]: I 
have the most urgent letters of introduction from Wash- 
ington. As if I needed any recommendations. They’re a 
blot on my fifteen years’ work as an honorable reporter. 
At first I thought it made the whole thing too easy for 
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me and now I’ve been trailing along on this secret retreat 
of the legitimate government. From San Luis to Saltillo, 
from Saltillo to Monterey, back from the sea to this dump 
that nobody can pronounce, Chi— 


ELIZzEA 


Chihuahua! Pronounce it just like your Chicago— 


CLARK 


What, this dump? There’s nothing like this dump in 
Chicago. And why this retreat? Bazaine is a long way off. 
No fighting, no thrills, no adventure for us. I’m struggling 
for an interview with the Citizen-President for my paper. 
Interview! I can’t even get a look at Mr. Juarez for love 
or money. Js there really such a person? 


ELIZEA 


The President wants to be left alone. He works day 
and night. 
CLARK 


Say, look here—my boss is writing me threatening 
letters. The public wants action, instead of description of 
scenery. The news of the most important battles of our 
war came north without any trouble. And here I am in 
Mexico with nothing to report. I might lose my job if 
you don’t manage this interview for me, Mr. Elizea. 


ELIZEA 


Patience! The Generals are still with the President. 


FIRS PICTURE 3 


CLARK 


They've been with him two hours already and the 
Cabinet was in there twice as long. 


ELIzEA 


They are making big decisions. Time is short. They 
must leave again tonight. They come from far away. 


CLARK 


From where? Who knows? He’s a genius at retreat, 
anyway, Mr. Juarez . . . why didn’t he smother this 
upstart invasion at Vera Cruz at the time it landed? 
Wipe out transportation, rip up the roads, stay where he 
was and let the damned French rot with yellow fever. 
That would have been the right idea. But he just threw 
away his chances, deserts the harbor fort without a shot, 
and leaves the door open for Louis Napoleon’s pack of 
red-pants and that conceited Hapsburg. 


ELIZEA 
[Stil working]: You must let diseases ripen. 


CLARK 
Yes, if you insist on dying of them. Monarchy, my: 
honored lawyer, friend, is a dangerous thing for people 
who lack culture. There’s too much damn ceremony about 
it. 
ELiIzEa 
There was another man who thought himself big 
enough to be Emperor of Mexico. Seven soldiers’ bullets 
settled him. 
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CLARK 
Iturbide. He also was a military parvenu, an outsider. 
Maximilian, my dear sir, is a Hapsburg, a brother or 
cousin of every monarch in Europe. Devil take ‘em— 
that sort of thing makes an impression here—just give 
them a little legitimacy and court glitter. 


ELIZEA 


Legitimacy? Montezuma, too, a true Emperor of Mex- 
ico, died by the arrows of his Indian subjects. 


CLARK 


[Stops his pacing]: Don Benito Juarez is an Indian, 
isn’t he? An Aztec? 


ELIZEA 
Aztec. Yes, he is that! Pure Aztec. 


TueE City Deputy 

[Who has stared motionlessly before him till now, rises 
and devoutly presses his sombrero to his breast. He is a 
deeply tanned old mestizo (half breed)|: I beg your 
pardon, sirs. Our President is not of the Aztec race, but 
of the Zapotec. 

CLARK 
And what is the difference ? 


DEPUTY 


[Embarrassed because his awkward brain is forced to 
a definition]: The Aztecs are very gentle. But the blood 
of the Zapotecs is different. 
[He is silent, amazed at his own formulation.] 


PikSo /PICTURE 5 


ELIzEA 
Yes, they are the most implacable of our Indians. 


City Deputy 


I have a business friend in the south, who knows a man 
whose father was boss over Sefior Juarez when he was a 
clerk in his store. 

[A bell shrill. Evizea rises quickly and goes off through 
the upholstered door.] 


CLARK 
[To the Deputy]: Ah! You know about the great 
man’s boyhood, do you? 


City DEPruty 


[Wrests the story painfully from his own silence|: He 
comes of poor cattle herders, our President. The shop- 
keeper gave him bread and work. Later he sent him to 
school. To the priests. He had a sharp mind. That is 
why they wanted to make a bishop of him. 


CLARK 


What? Juarez, the deadly enemy of the Church, the 
man who wrote the reform laws confiscating church 
property, Juarez a theologian? 


City DEPpuTY 
He knows his devils backwards. 


CLARK 
[Murmurs]: And that’s the man they won’t let me in- 
terview? 
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City DEPUTY 


[From the depths of torturing experience]: Where he 
is, is deliverance. 
[A pause.] 

[Martano Escosepo, Riva Paracio and PorFiRio 
Diaz, the republican generals, enter through the Prest- 
dent’s door followed by ExizeEa. The Generals have not 
the bright fantastic uniforms of the officers in the imperial 
army of Mexico. Escosepo and PaLacio wear simple 
long army coats of gray, gray trousers with red stripes, 
Wellington boots. Only Porririo Diaz wears the red 
Garibaldi shirt (which has become the symbol of repub- 
lican revolution in Mexico as well), a belt and the national 
native sombrero. He is a scintillant little man with ex- 
tremely concentrated features and a thin mustache—im- 
perial. He must look much younger than Riva PaLacto 
and somber, full-bearded Escosrpo. The Generals come 
front stage, Er1zEa, who entered with the Generals, mo- 
tions to the Ciry Deputy and leads him left, into the 
President’s workroom. He returns immediately and with- 
draws into a window niche with the REPORTER. | 


Riva PALacio 


Are you as worn out as I, gentlemen? The old man’s 
mind’s like a machine. My head aches. 


Diaz 


He doesn’t affect me that way. To me he’s like a woman 
one fears and adores. 


BIRSE PICTURE As 


EscoBEeDo 
We are all proud of you, General, and what’s more: 
we're not jealous. 
Diaz 
“We are more admired for inspiration which costs 
nothing than for the price of infinite pains. It’s one of 
life’s ironies— ~ 
CLARK 
[Approaches Generals]: I have the high honor of ad- 
dressing the greatest Generals of the republic— [Gen- 
erals glance at him forbiddingly.| The United States 
and the White House look with friendship and brotherly 
love upon the heroic struggle of the Mexican people 
against foreign invasion and forcibly imposed monarchy. 
You gentlemen will allow me a few questions, I’m sure. 
New York is clamoring for news. 


EscoBEDO 
[Ironic]: Riva Palacio, you are the learned one 
among us. You answer him. 
PALACIO 
Who dare talk when Porfirio Diaz is present? 


CLARK 
Are you going back to your troops now? 


Diaz 
I can recite the roll-call of my troops from memory for 
you! One captain, two subalterns, one trumpeter, eight 
men. 
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CLARK 
For God’s sake. This is a joke! 


Diaz 
I’m in bitter earnest. Tell the United States that we 
are not staging an interesting comedy; we are fighting for 
our lives. 
CLARK 


But, gentlemen, this talk about the republican armies? 


PALACIO 
The enemy calls them rebels and bandits. 


CLARK 
Not the army? 
EscoBEDO 
The last one was wiped out by the French at Oajaca. 


CLARK 
They say Bazaine and Maximilian’s strength is over- 
rated? 
Diaz 
Not at all. They command forty thousand French, 
Belgians, and Austrians, the best schooled officers in Eu- 
rope, to drill our poor people into crack troops. 


CLARK 
Things can’t be that bad. The best men are fighting on 
your side, excellency. The military geniuses, the true 
patriots, and then the protection of the world’s leading 
revolutionists, Garibaldi’s friendship. 


PIRST) PICTURE 9 


Diaz 
You are mistaken, our finest strategists, General Uraga 
and General Vidaurri, are Maximilian’s bosom friends 
now. And the patriots are clawing at each other for his 
order of Guadaloupe. Garibaldi? Yes. But where is 
Garibaldi? 
CLARK 
So the Archduke Maximilian is popular? 


D1Az 


[ Earnest, sincere]: Grace and distinction always make 
an impression in Mexico. 


CLARK 
They say he’s quite a liberal. 


Diaz 
A European fairy tale with which every Prince em- 
broiders his début. 
CLARK 
Is it true, Mr. General, that Maximilian made advances 
to you? 
Diaz 
While I was a prisoner. First he invited me to an au- 
dience. When I didn’t come he sent a carriage to bring 
me toa secret meeting. The third time he took the trouble 
to come to me. I refused him three times. But he honored 
me with his picture anyway. The President received one 
too. It was a very big one, with an inscription. 
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CLARK 
What did it say? 
ELIZEA 
“The wisdom of enmity is reconciliation” and “Maxi- 
milian” in big black letters underneath. 


CLARK 
And Juarez? 
ELIZEA 


He studied the face for exactly two minutes, then he 
put it down and said, “The man mirrors himself.” 


CLARK 
Is the republican President fully aware of his difficult 
position ? 
Diaz 
More aware of it than Maximilian. 
[CLARK stares. ] 
CLARK 
What is he going to do? 


PALACIO 
Your question is impertinent! Luckily we cannot an- 
swer it. We Generals part tonight to go south, east and 
west—[Shows him a sealed letter.| Look at these sealed 
orders. Each of us got one of these mysterious envelopes. 
Read this. 
CLARK 


[Reads]: “Not to be opened until designated post is 
reached.” 


HIRST (PICTURE 11 


PALACIO 


That envelope holds Mexico’s future. 
[A few anxious figures crowd in at the big door.| 


CLARK 


Doesn’t it frighten you, Mr. General, to be sent out like 
this into uncertainty and unknown danger? 


Diaz 
That’s the glory of it, man. I like best to ride in thick 
morning mist, which might rise on anything !—Thought 
is for Juarez—deeds for the young. Because of his calm- 
ness there isn’t any madness I wouldn’t commit. 


CLARK 
Youth—there’s America for you. 


City DEPpuTY 


[Enters, deathly pale, by the left-hand door which stays 
ajar|: I knew it—[To the figures, who were waiting for 
him]: We are lost. Tomorrow the President deserts us. 
He, the government, the—they’re all going north to the 
border, and leave us to our ruin. The French are coming. 
They will revenge themselves, they kill children. Oh, oh! 
What’s to become of us? 

[Watling cries.] 
. Diaz 

Quiet, citizens!—You are safe—you are taken care of 
—no fear!—Long live the Republic. [Softly, to 
Generals]: Gentlemen, let us show ourselves in the 
streets. 
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EsScoBEDO 
Good. Let us go. 
DIAz 


To the Plaza, citizens! Long live the Republic. 
[ Tense cries.]} 
[ Generals, Deputy and Citizens off.] 


CRIES 
Long live the Republic! 


CLARK 
Back to the border? Things look pretty bad. 


ELIZEA 
You and I cannot judge as to that. 


CLARK 
But— 

ELIzEA 
A good jumper takes a long start. 


CLARK 


Start enough! Where will we be tomorrow? My chief 
will have to be patient. I’ll do a character sketch of him 
first. 

ELIzEA 

What? 

CLARK 

I have the title already: “The Wizard of the Revo- 
lution.” How’s that? 


FIRST PICTURE 13 


ELIzEA 


Pretty, but untrue, Sefior Juarez is common sense 
itself. Look! 
CLARK 


[Approaches curiously, glances through the crack, and 
draws back, front stage, quickly frightened and humbled. 
Sheepish|: Lord! He looked at me. 

ELIzEA 

He was not looking at you. 


CLARK 
I’m no coward, but my heart’s thumping like hell. 


ELIzEA 
He didn’t see you. He’s resting. 


CLARK 
With those eyes staring? 


ELIZEA 


He’s not asleep, nor awake, he’s resting. As always 
after a big strain. 
CLARK 


T think I’ll do without that interview. 


CURTAIN 
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SECOND: PICTURE 


SECOND PICTURE 


SCENE: Off stage sounds. Music, lights reflected. 
Fireworks. MAxIMILian in Mexican uniform. Terrace 
of the Imperial Pleasure Palace at Chapultepec. A starlit 
night. Background is clear sky for the terrace is on a 
shelf of the grasshopper cliff which once has been the 
fortress of the ancient Aztec emperor. Stone benches. 
In the middle of the stage a table with links (candles pro- 
tected by globes). Before the curtain rises a pleasant tenor 
voice 1s heard singing a minor song to an obligato of 
habenera rhythm on the guitar. MAXIMILIAN’s narrow 
face has the look of strained attention natural to a listener 
who does not understand men or their talk yet wants to 
be master of the situation continually. The blonde beard, 
parted down the middle, only veils the youthfulness of 
his features and the receding nature of his chin. The Em- 
peror has a habit of running his hand through it as if to 
muss it. His body is very big in striking contrast to the 
small Mexican type. MAxIMILian suffers from the em- 
barrassment of great height, from the peculiar shame of the 
well built in the presence of coarse and degenerate types. 
In moments of excitement he tries to burst the chains of 
royal manner. His jovial heartiness is not quite natural. 
In relaxed moods he has the automatically gracious manner 
of the old Austrian nobility. On this occasion he wears 
a formal swallow tal with one big order. CAPTAIN 
MicueLt Lopez is an unbelievably elegant man in the 
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late thirties. He wears the extremely ornate uniform of 
the imperialist officer. The gentle face with the reddish 
mustache, widely spaced little eyes and soft features 1s 
a roster of all the social virtues. The CAPTAIN turns an 
unchanging smule upon his companion which often stiffens 
his face into a nervous mask. Loprz is the singer. 
Slightly overheated, he wipes his forehead now, with his 
handkerchief. Two Indian musicians withdraw. The 
distant gaiety of a garden party murmurs through the 
quiet. 


MAXIMILIAN 


Very lovely, my dear Lopez. What an excellent voice. 
You ought to have been an Italian. I’m an expert since 
my Milan regency. Brilliant! 


LopEz 


Your majesty is too kind. I’m a bit of a dilettant like 
every soldier. Half of military service is waiting. We 
must keep busy. 


MAXIMILIAN 


[| Affectionately|: There is nothing I admire more in 
people than a gift for music. It’s only the artist nature 
that can give us a real feeling of brotherhood—[ Slightly 
taken aback by his own susceptibility]: I should like to 
make you a permanent member of my court. 


Lopez 


Your Majesty overwhelms me with marks of his favor. 
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MaxXIMILIAN 
I do not forget that you were the first Mexican officer, 
Captain, to serve the Empress and me. We came to know 
your chivalry when you rode beside our diligence on the 
precarious journey from Vera Cruz and your friends 
praise your bravery as an officer. 


Lopez 
Sire, it was my privilege to fight for the Empire. 


MAXIMILIAN 
I will keep you in mind for promotion to royal aide-de- 
camp or officer in the body-guards. 
[Embarrassed pause which precedes the end of an audi- 
ence or a visit. | 
LopEz 
Your Majesty will forgive the liberty—[MaxrimILian 
looks up.| lam sure your Majesty has become familiar 
with the Mexican character— 


MAXIMILIAN 
Thoroughly. And I know now that they misled me en- 
tirely in Europe. I have a predilection for that character. 
It’s not absolutely simple, to be sure. But the author lied 
who wrote of the treason “which flows in Mexican veins.” 


LopEz 
Yes, Sire. He lies. Madonna! Is a man a traitor who 
has loved a woman hotly; and all of a sudden she is old, 
commonplace? Sooner or later he must leave her, look 
for what is new and different. 


20 JUAREZ AND MAXIMILIAN 


MAXIMILIAN 


My dear Lopez, are you painting your own portrait? 


LopEz 


Oh, not only mine—Your subjects are fine people, Sire. 
They have blood and the courage of sacrifice but they have 
no memory— 


MAXIMILIAN 
Which means ?— 


LopPEz 


I am taking the liberty of warning your Majesty against 
us. In the long run, of course—the Emperor needs men 
of stability about him. 


MAXIMILIAN 


[His face shining]: You are magnificent, my dear 
Lopez, magnificent. I know this self-distrust in all of 
you so well, this attempt to misrepresent yourselves. 
Guttierez, Hidalgo, you none of you has the courage of 
your own personalities. I offered them places in the gov- 
ernment, no one wanted to follow me— But that weak- 
ness is more sympathetic to me than the arrogant cock 
sureness of old Europe. You are your own enemies, yes, 
your own enemies. [Paces back and forth emotionally, 
briskly|: How could anything else be possible after the 
sad history of your country,—our country,—this, our 
fatherland?—Three centuries of Spanish exploitation, 
fifty years of the most horrible civil war—[He stops 


& 
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before Lopez]: I will help you—you must always remain 
near me, Captain. Wait for more detailed orders. 
[Reaches him his hand.} 


LopPEz 
[Bows deeply over the Emperor's hand]: Sire! I have 
warned you sincerely against myself. 


MAXIMILIAN 


| Embarrassed, kind]: Yes, that is your way. You con- 
fess the sins you might commit so you’re prepared for 
anything. Your beautiful voice will please me often again. 
I thank you. 

[Lopez off.] 

[Enter Dr. Samuet Bascu, the Emperor’s personal 
physician. His age, as mi IRREY, | his. face thin, short full 
beard and quiet mearner : He cbes ys ‘court convention with 
the negligent superiority of a spiritually independent 
person who guards his own integrity. The Empuror feels 
slightly constrained with him, Iuding it héneath a great 
friendliness. Respect for the man,” : pleasure in having a 
European about him fight’ withr an” unconscious inherited 
antisemitism]: How kind of you to come to me again, 
Doctor. How do you find the Empress? 


Bascu 


No diagnosis needed. I can reassure your Majesty 
with an easy conscience. The Empress is well. 


MAXIMILIAN 
But these fits of melancholy, this over-excitement ? 
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BascH 


The result of over-work, too much intense activity and 
high tension. The battle against her growing nervousness 
must start now, your Majesty. It won’t do for her 
Majesty to end her evenings at three o’clock in the 
morning with a visit of inspection to the hospital. Aside 
from the fact that surprises of the kind seem an evidence 
of mistrust to the people inspected—(which rankles par- 
ticularly coming from their Empress),—Her Majesty is 
undermining her health. 


MAXIMILIAN 


And the reason for this high tension—as you call it? 


. .BASCH 


This thirst for: inizessant activity 


forgive me—is a frequent symptom ‘with women who are 
ciaidless, (i it’ S mel known— roy: 


*;MaxIMIniay cht 


iGuereing “the aaa] Then is “not the climate? 
[ Absent-mindedly. Vaguely) : : This climate? 


BascH 


The climate of the Mexican plateau is a tonic for 
anyone. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Yes, you're right my dear Basch. This continual 
springtime is lovely— [With an almost sad gesture]: 


Mango trees, azure skies, humming-birds!—I still ache 
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for the sea at times, but that’s very seldom now. [GRILL, 
his valet, comes front.| What is it, Grill? 


GRILL 


[Announcing]: Councillor Herzfeld. 


MAXIMILIAN 


[Eacited|: Ah HeErzFELD coming from the capital so 
late. Show him in at once. [GriILt off.] It must be very 
important. [Uneasily gracious]: Thank you, my dear 
Doctor. Goodbye, Goodbye. Thank you— [Bascu with- 
draws. STEFAN HERZFELD enters quickly. He is thirty- 
five, about two years older than the Emperor, and has the 
keen, open face of a sailor. MAXIMILIAN actually drops 
the narrowing distant attitude he so often shows others. 
He has an almost affection for Herzretp, his boyhood 
friend. His love 1s returned with complete loyalty. STE- 
FAN HERZFELD wears a riding costume.| Herzfeld! Since 
you're back from Europe it seems as if a guardian angel 
were watching over everything. What happiness to have 
you back so soon. [Motions to a bench.] Sit down! You 
must be tired. Do you want a cigar? You'll allow my 
usual peripatetics. Here! Sit down. Please make your- 
self comfortable. 


HERZFELD 


[Refusing]: Thank you— 


MAXIMILIAN 
What do you bring? 
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HERZFELD 
I bring your Majestry magnificent news. Benito Juarez 


has retired to the Rio Grande del Norte. They say he 
crossed the border into the United States. 


MAXIMILIAN 


[Deeply moved, softly|: God! This is too much! This 
is victory! [Pressing his friend’s hands.| Herzfeld! This 
is victory ! 

HERZFELD 
I didn’t expect this turn of affairs. 


MAXIMILIAN 


[Making a quick association]: Yes, my dear Herzfeld! 
God be praised, your pessimism has had a body blow. 
Juarez has run away. The so-called constitutional govern- 
ment has fallen. Ergo, the United States has no reason 
not to recognize me. Ergo the conflict between Napoleon 
and the United States is over. France has a free hand 
and Bazaine no more excuses. The French will carry out 
their compact now. The logic of it’s clear. 


HERZFELD 
Quite clear if Juarez went over the border and not just 
to the border. We have only rumor to go by. 
MAXIMILIAN 


How like you, Herzfeld. And they say Austrians are 
frivolous. Melancholy pedants that’s what you are, longing 
for a hair in your soup. 
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HERZFELD 
There’s something about this “flight” I do not under- 
stand. Our general’s attacks weren’t exactly glorious. 
And Bazaine, the great strategist, doesn’t give a damn 
about the army. He parades around the Residencia, gives 
diplomatic dinners, and plays providence to the Emperor. 
Does anybody know? Why is Juarez retreating? 


MaxIMILIAN 
I just had a great experience, when you brought me the 
news, Herzfeld. I suddenly understood the mystery of 
Christian love for one’s enemies. I loved Juarez. 


HERZFELD 
He is a curious force. 


MAXIMILIAN 


He and Porfirio Diaz I’d give all the other Mexicans 

for those two men. 
HERZFELD 

Nobody knows anything about him. There’s not even 
a picture of him. His most impersonal personality disap- 
pears behind a few decrees. And yet one hears it roaring 
in the distance. Like a gigantic Niagara. The man is not 
of this century. 


MaxIMILIAN 
[Uplifted|: His day is over—why, why does he not 
come? He runs from me and I would clasp him in my 
arms. Why does he stay away? I could make his path 
to greatness. 
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HERZFELD 
Those are dreams. He must destroy the emperor. 


MaxIMILIAN 
Why? 
HERZFELD 
Only because he is emperor. 


MAXIMILIAN 


Not true. Even Garibaldi yields to Victor Emanuel 
and I’m more liberal than he is. 


HERZFELD 


Garibaldi is a sentimental European. But Juarez will 
not give up one atom of his rights. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Rights? 
HERZFELD 
The people elected him President. 


MAXIMILIAN 
The plebiscite elected me later. 


HERZFELD 
Your Majesty knows as well as I that clerical tricks and 
the brutality of French garrison commanders forced that 
plebiscite. 
MAXIMILIAN 
I know now. But I didn’t know it then, Herzfeld, you 
are my good and my bad conscience. 
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HERZFELD 


[Almost against his will]: Oh, I warned you as early 
as Miramar. What good can you build on misreckoning? 


MAXIMILIAN 


Every stroke of genius is a lucky misreckoning. Every 
discovery, every deed, every victory in history—canonized 
by success—nothing but misreckoning. 


HERZFELD 
God grant you're right. 


MAXIMILIAN 


[Violently]: You'll never shake off the inherent bit- 
terness of the imperial officer. Friend, I realize my higher 
right and my mission. Rights and no rights are political 
words. Good must be imposed. Some day you’ll under- 
stand me. 

[Mme. Barrio: Sire, Her Majesty. The Empress’ lady- 
m-waiting appears and immediately vanishes.]| 


MAXIMILIAN 


Herzfeld, you dear soul. You brought happy news— 
See me again in an hour. Have you dined? Grill will see 
to that. Goodbye, meanwhile. [HeErzreLtp off. CHAR- 
LOTTE hurries in to Max. She is a blooming woman of 25. 
Her charm is only heightened by the sophistication which 
daily contact with politics lends a woman’s face. She ts 
in a crinoline evening dress. A big shawl, the native re- 
hozzo, veils her décolleté. The wonderful dark hair ts 
dressed in the Mailand fashion, parted in the middle with 
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heavy hanging knots on either ear, and wears a big in- 
dented semicircular diadem. CHARLOTTE talks with a 
jerky, irregular rhythm. She has an excitable, fitting 
manner as if she were always on the point of leaving. 
MaximiLian kisses her hand]: At last you’ve freed 
yourself from that odious party, Carlotta. 


CHARLOTTE 
Yes, my duty was done when the fireworks commenced. 


MaxIMILIAN 
You over-taxed yourself again. 


CHARLOTTE 


Every nobody here demands that familiar hand-shake. 
It isn’t that, however, it’s disgust. I’ve had an awful ex- 
perience. Bazaine danced the habanera with his little 
sefiora. Like a huge lazy fly. The court laughed. But 
I sensed his character. He’s impossible in love. Why 
do men like him look so infernally evil when they’re in 
love? 

MAXIMILIAN 


He is a boor. What can you expect? The son of one 
of Bonaparte’s petty officers. 


CHARLOTTE 


He suddenly made his adieus in the most embarrassed 
way— But darling—you’re tout émotione? 


MAXIMILIAN 


You’ve not heard? 5 
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CHARLOTTE 
Juarez? 
MAXIMILIAN 


Yes, it’s true, Carlotta. Now we are free at last to begin 
our work. 


CHARLOTTE 


Max, you must, you must accomplish it. How other- 
wise could I bear my guilt? In Miramar I defied every- 
one, death and the devil and said: “Good, let us go.” 


MAXIMILIAN 


I once thought I married only the loveliest princess in 
Europe. 
CHARLOTTE 


[Quickly]: Don’t talk so. I am nothing. Nothing. 


MAXIMILIAN 
But I married the best of Empresses. 


CHARLOTTE 


But no one likes me. It’s not because I’m haughty, 
only worry for you because I was bad and ambitious. 


MAXIMILIAN 


Without you I never would have become what I am. 
You broke my chains with your splendid courage. 


CHARLOTTE 


I only knew whatever you touched became clear. 
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MAXIMILIAN 


You are the great moral influence of my life. You 
made me really know my family, young as you were. 
You taught me to understand my brother, Franz Joseph. 
I no longer hate him. [With a wide gesture toward Aus- 
tria.] Wait a little while and you will see the miracle. 
What was I? A dilettant perpetrating bad verses. You 
waked the true creator in me. Yes, look at me. These 
are tears. I want with all the kindness in me to help the 
world. I thank you for the love that is in me. 


CHARLOTTE 
My God! I? I poor, empty, barren thing? You imag- 
ine us so godlike. But we are merely human—petty and 
ambitious. People cannot help hurting you. 


MAXIMILIAN 
No, people are fine. We must bring it out in them. 


CHARLOTTE 


I will work for you, Maximilian, since that’s all that’s 
left for me. 


MAXIMILIAN 

Carla. Enough of this nightmare. You look so 
wretched. Come, sit near me. This fear is nonsense. I 
am no dreamer. I stand entrenched and immovable. 
Juarez has fled. The republic is in the wrong. Our em- 
pire rests on more solid ground than France or Austria. 
Those other sovereign gentlemen are nothing but chiefs of 
police for the rich. I have new ideas of empire. 
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CHARLOTTE 
You have them, not Napoleon. 


MAXIMILIAN 

Blood, inherited power, are the responsibilities life has 
given me. I can make men happy because I want nothing 
for myself. I will destroy politics. I will free the Indians. 
I have already drafted my new manifesto. Juarez is an 
Indian. Won’t he have to come? Won’t my revolution 
force him to his knees? I foresee the day. 


CHARLOTTE 
[Closes her eyes]: Forgive me. I see nothing but the 
smug face of that archbishop. I see that arch-politician 
Lares and the other mandarins. I see that plebeian Ba- 
zaine 


MAXIMILIAN 
Juarez is more than all of them and even he will have 
to yield. 
CHARLOTTE 
I see the blank face of destiny. It is bigger than 
Juarez! 
[Both rise.] 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Pointing into the night]: My Carla. I see the ancient 
cypresses, the evergreens of Montezuma and Guatamoz. 
I see the stars over both volcanoes. I see this enchanted 
land on whose mountain plateau we lonely seafarers 
stand as on the deck of a dreaming, drifting ship. And I 
see something more I cannot recognize or name 
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CHARLOTTE 
I see you! 
MAXIMILIAN 
I cannot hold back this new life, the youth which is 
trying to rise out of me into reality, and will long out- 
live us. 


CHARLOTTE 

Long outlive us . . . [Kisses his hand.] 
MAXIMILIAN 

Garlal! 
CHARLOTTE 


I have heard that you intend to make former Emperor 
Iturbide’s little grandson, crown prince. 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Painfully moved|: That—is—not exactly the truth. 


CHARLOTTE 
Do not think my nature is as little as that. You mustn’t 
put off telling me things, or keep them from me. I know 
I can have no children. 
MAXIMILIAN 
How can you be sure of that? 


CHARLOTTE 
I know. Naming little Iturbide is a splendid plan. 
You must have a definite heir. It will bind the nation 
more closely to you. And—and if you want children of 
your own, my dear love, then send me away. 


CURTAIN 


ADA eto CE SERS 


a) Liat hnk ee 


THIRD PICTURE 


TWIRD FICLURE 


[SceNE: The Imperial Palace in Mexico City. Coun- 
cil room of the council of state. Right two rows of raised 
tables for the members. Left the rostrum with the Em- 
peror’s table, as presiding officer. Center, an empty table 
covered with green. Big door rear. Left a little door 
papered to resemble the rest of the wall. The council has 
25 members. The most conspicuous places are occupied 
by the Emperors Minsters, Don TuHeEoposio Lares 
(Councillor in chief) Chef des concils, Don Lacunza 
and Lawyer Siiiceo, the moderate liberal. GENERAL 
Tomas Mejia, the Indian, sits in the second row. Fore- 
ground somewhat apart (to one side) stands the Arch- 
bishop of Mexico, MoNSiGNorRE PaLazio LABASTIDA i 
violet robes. MAXIMILIAN reads his speech, standing. He 
is surrounded by a small following, HErzFeELp, Don 
Luts Jose, Biasio his private secretary, CURATOR BIMI- 
LEK of the museum. These gentlemen stand immediately 
behind the Emperor. Everybody is in frock coat and 
white gloves or dress uniform in complete regaha. | 


MAXIMILIAN 


[Continuing his reading|: Hence the ardent love we 
feel for our country did not spring up when we assumed 
our heavy duties but was implanted early in our heart by 
God’s providence. [Pause.| Hernan Cortez, a general 
under our worthy ancestor Emperor Charles the Fifth, 
was forced by cruel circumstances to assume a heavy 
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load of guilt toward the noble inhabitants of this land. It 
was always our dream to atone for the guilt of his bar- 
barity. Unfortunately the ships’ arrival was delayed and 
it is only now that we are able to lay the weapons and 
insignia of the noble Emperor Montezuma in your hands. 
Our heart is pursuing a favorite idea. The aboriginal 
race which once was mistress of this land still mothers 
the great mass of the people as in olden times. She was 
cast from the high plane of culture to which the ruins 
about us attest into misery and decay. Must not our 
hearts bleed when we admire the high gifts of those In- 
dians who worked themselves above the bleak conditions 
of their race? High Assembly of Mexico’s most important 
men, in spite of the many political problems surging in 
upon us I beg that you will lay the great pregnant ques- 
tion of our state to your hearts—the Indian question. We 
-entreat your suggestions upon the following points: First: 
The formation of an Indian assembly. Second: The 
solution of the educational problem . Has Your Emi- 
nence any suggestions? 
[He folds the paper together. | 


ARCHBISHOP LABASTIDA 


[A coarse-featured, yet fine head such as is commonly 
found among middle-class Italian churchmen. A stub- 


born fanatical man.| Who does not know the lofty heart 


of the Emperor which is again visible in this costly gift 
to his museum ? 


HERZFELD 
[Sofily, behind MaximiLian|: Scoundrel. 
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LABASTIDA 


His Majesty has its Indian problems among other prob- 


lems but the Indian problem is a question of schools. 
Where shall we find teachers? Not only a Catholic prince, 
even a heretic would have to answer “from the monas- 


teries, the lay clergy, since there are no seminaries out- 
side the church. But his Catholic Majesty himself con- 
firmed the so-called Reform Law of the Archtraitor 
Juarez, confiscating church land, abolishing the monas- 
teries, and beggaring the clergy. The starving priest stands 
apart, weeping. What help could he give? 


MAXIMILIAN 
Your Eminence paints a most pathetic picture. I know 
of no country where the clergy fosters superstition and 
ignorance more zealously than in Mexico. 


LABASTIDA 
It is a property of the elastic nature of our wonderful 
religion that eternal truths of salvation adapt themselves 
to the mind in which they are mirrored. Catholicism is 
not theology but life. ; 


MAXIMILIAN 


I am a good Catholic, Monsignore! But I might have — 
foreseen that you would bitterly oppose my plans. 


LABASTIDA 
My person which reveres Your Majesty deeply is not 
the questicn. But it was the church party, sire, which 
offered you the throne. 
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MAXIMILIAN 


Is it your intention to reproach me with that? 


LABASTIDA 


The church feels deserted and confused. Your Maj- 
esty’s first official act was a recognition of that defiler of 
Churches, Juarez. 


MAXIMILIAN 


I am not the head of a party, I am Emperor. 


LABASTIDA 


The throne stands or falls with the altar, the world 
over. 


MAXIMILIAN 


Is that your opinion also, Minister Lares? 


THEoposIo LARES 


[A nervously smooth compriser, takes the floor|: In 
the name of the government and the nation I thank Your 
Majesty for the historical treasures you have given us. 
Now as to the other problems, I move that we elect a 
committee to work out appropriate suggestions. 


HERZFELD 
[Softly]: Committee! Ah, you clever gravedigger. 


LARES 


At the present moment a law concerning the Indians 
would not be expedient. Humanity? Yes, but later. 
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LAWYER SILICEO 


[A timid scholar]: As a moderate liberal I salute the 
worthy idea of His Majesty on the one hand but upon 
the other I cannot agree with my honored predecessor. 
I agree to the plan of a preparatory committee—for upon 
the one hand—[Laughter.] Upon the other hand 


LABASTIDA 


Let “upon the one hand—upon the other hand” be your 
speech. Sit down, lawyer. 


GENERAL Tomas MEJIA 


[A dull, kindly Aztec in his forties, steps forward] : 
My Commander-in-Chief: I, Your Majesty’s General, 
am an Indian. That is the sorrow of my life. Longingly, 
I gaze toward higher men—white-skinned men. My 
brothers are ugly and low. I despise them. No help for 
them but to die out. 


MAXIMILIAN 


General! Is that the opinion of your brother Juarez? 


MEJIA 
The Emperor will capture and kill him. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Would it not be better to convince him and make a 
friend of him? 
VOICES 
The democratic revolution must be stifled in its own 
blood. 
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OTHER VOICES 


That’s why we got the French and an Emperor. Pro- 
tect us from the cruelty of Juarez. He is our country’s 
foe. 


MaxIMILIAN 
You cannot kill opposites, only reconcile them 


VOICES 
Juarez is a traitor. Death to Juarez! There can be 
no peace with him. Never! Never! Death to him! 
[Laughter and sulky exclamations on all sides.] 


MaxIMILIAN 
Gentlemen, your fanaticism achieved nothing but fifty 
years of civil war. I have a hard head, and I will end it. 


Juarez apparently has given up his cause for lost. I beg 
you to help me. Away with hate. 


[Sudden sound of long rolling bombardment. | 


MEJIA 
Cannons! 
[Great commotion. } 


LARES 
What does that mean? 


Mejia 
Not ten leagues away. 


VOICE 
The President’s answer. 
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LABASTIDA 
The Marshal! 

[Francois ACHILLE BazaInE, Marshal of France, has 
entered the empty space center. He wears a service 
uniform, riding boots and whip, BAZAINE is a much 
coarsened likeness of Napoleon the Third. The 
famous moustache and imperial are badly dyed. He 
bows low to MAXIMILIAN. 


BAZAINE 


Sire! I beg you to forgive my lack of punctuality. 
Urgent business kept me 


MAXIMILIAN 


I do not presume to criticise the behavior of the Marshal 
of France. Is Your Excellency able to enlighten this high 
assemblage as to the meaning of this singular cannonade? 


BAZAINE 


Our brave troops are about to capture a strong band 
of Juarist guerillas. Nothing more. 


MAXIMILIAN 
A few days ago, Marshal, you assured me that the 
enemy had been driven from all its positions. And today 
you must attack his guerilla bands, as you call them, 
within earshot of our palace? 


BaAZAINE 


[Superciliously|: I am willing to talk over anything 
that has occurred with your Majesty, but not at this time. 
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MAXIMILIAN 


Very well. High Assembly, this session of the council 
of state is adjourned. 

[Exits quickly with his entourage through the small con- 
cealed door. Only HERzFELD remains on the rostrum 
glaring into the room. The notables have left their 
places and are moving about in excited groups.| 


LABASTIDA 
[Approaches the Marshal.]: Is it true, Marshal? Do 
you contemplate selling your palace in the city? 


BAZAINE 
Who said that? What nonsense. 


LABASTIDA 
Good Heaven! Why shouldn’t you get tired of the 
whole business after a while? 
BAZAINE 
It doesn’t depend on me. 


LABASTIDA 


Of course you know this is only envy, Marshal Bazaine, 
but I admire that elegant house of yours, Buena Vista. In 
case anything happens think of me. 


HERZFELD 
[Threatening the noisy roomful]: Dogs! 


CURTAIN 


POM Ta ele yURE 


FOURTH PICTURE 


[In the Imperial Palace, Mexico City. An audience 
chamber. High mirrors. In the rear and right two big 
doors. Left a portiéred entrance. Furnished in Second 
Empire taste with Mexican motifs. Maximitian, Ba- 
ZAINE, and EDOUARD PIERRON, Captain of the Zouaves.| 


BAZAINE 
This is Pierron. My young friend will help us come 
to an understanding. Pierron isn’t a common everyday 
trooper like me. My bluntness will not annoy you in him. 
He is a philosopher. 


MAXIMILIAN 

Emperor Napoleon recommended you warmly to me, 

Captain. 
PIERRON 

[A very ugly staff officer who typifies the very cultured 
and morbidly intelligent officer to be found in every army. 
Soldiers bow to the “thinker” in shuddering awe. He is a 
good fellow as long as he 1s not in the clutches of his 
passion for dialectics}: Your Majesty! I respectfully 
beg to announce that I have entered your service. 


MAXIMILIAN d 
Thank you. [Gives him his hand.] Gentlemen, I can- 
not hide my anxiety from you. Napoleon’s glorious troops 
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won battle after battle under your leadership, Marshal. 
Juarez was compelled to retreat to the border, perhaps 
beyond it. Everything appeared to be settled—And then, 
suddenly, the rebel government begins this guerilla war- 
fare with unexpected energy and bravery. 


BAZAINE 


I have worked out a counter-offensive. 


MAXIMILIAN 


[Pointedly]: That I cannot doubt, Marshal Bazaine. 
Not only my success, but your reputation and that of 
France’s, too, are in the balance. 


BAZAINE 


[Broadly]: Naturally my counter-offensive must be 
supported. 


MAXIMILIAN 


You can hardly complain on that score. I continually 
sacrifice my own and my country’s interest to France. I 
had to reduce my personal expenses to a fifth. The Mar- 
shal is good at fighting but poor at saving. 


BAZAINE 
Money’s not the big question this time. 


MAxXIMILIAN 


Your undertaking is in its third year. The opposition 
in Paris laugh at you. All victories and no results. And 
then you send home an entire brigade. ; 
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BAZAINE 
[Bluntly]: Neither Your Majesty nor I has the right 
to question my Emperor’s orders. 
MAXIMILIAN 


[Ignoring the impudence]: I cannot understand the 
Emperor. And I do not understand you, Bazaine. 


BAZAINE 


Sire, you may rely freely on my experience. 


MAXIMILIAN 
We have the same end in view. 


BAZAINE 


But very different parts to play. Your Majesty prefers 
beaming kindness and I have to be a watch-dog. 


MAXIMILIAN 
You are a military man. A sovereign’s virtue is kind- 
ness. 


BAZAINE 
Not always. 
MAXIMILIAN 


[Turns sharply]: Why, Marshal Bazaine, do you put 
every obstacle in the way of my forming a national army? 


BAZAINE 


Napoleon told me to disarm this country. I cannot allow 
untrustworthy filibusters who call themselves “general” 
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to gather armed mobs. These generals do enough harm 
already with the men they have. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Marshal, you are more greedy for power than anyone 
I know. 
BAZAINE 
The basic reason for my action is concern for Your 
Majesty. That will be evident some day. Pierron, what 
did we do tonight? 
PIERRON 
Weighed all the possibilities of securing Your Majesty’s 
throne permanently. 
BAZAINE 
And our decision? 
PIERRON 
Can be expressed in one word—Energy. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Explain more fully, Captain. 


PIERRON 

Your Majesty alone has allowed himself an attitude of . 

mildness concerning Juarez and the revolution. The elec- 

tion did give the man some semblance of legitimacy. But 
now he has deserted his country. 


BAZAINE 


Pierron, you brought the decree? 
[PrERRON draws a sheet from his brief-case.] 
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MAXIMILIAN 
I veto the decree 


BAZAINE 


Sire, you do not know what is in it. It’s a decree 


MAXIMILIAN 
No, but I [looking at them] sense it. 


BAZAINE 


Pierron! Outline the main clause 


PIERRON 


Any foe of the present government found bearing arms 
is to be taken to the nearest troop commander and be put 
to a shameful death. 


MAXIMILIAN 


| Quietly]: Marshal Bazaine! Men of my rank are the 
benefactors or martyrs of their people, not their mur- 
derers. 
BAZAINE 


You can talk like that, as long as I do the murdering. 


PIERRON 


I have been studying the history of Napoleon the First 
in a search for analogies. The Titan advises his brother 
Joseph to have all malcontents and guerillas hanged as 
they are caught. If King Joseph had followed that advice 
Spain would never have been lost. 
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BAZAINE 
[All pride in his officer's intelligence]: Ah, that’s it, 
- Pierron. 
MAXIMILIAN 

Haven’t I yet made myself clear? I am no Cesar, no 
dictator. I do not want to make myself supreme. I come 
of an ancient race whose hunger has long since been 
satiated. The rightful ruler is the incarnation of God’s 
love for the world. He must have good will to men. 


BAZAINE 
Good will, sire, is usually bad politics. 
PIERRON 
And how does Your Majesty contemplate establishing 
himself ? 
MAXIMILIAN 


[Violently]: By murder? By murder? I kill men be- 
cause they have opinions? 


PIERRON 


There are two possibilities for Your Majesty: To assert 
yourself or. [MaxIMILIAN rises, rigid.]| The goal 
must be reached. Action is the only morality in such a 
case. Each weakness is doubly cruel because it postpones 
consolidation and increases bloodshed. 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Suddenly bursts forth]: I have been betrayed. 


PIERRON 
Not the man but the situation dictates. 
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BAZAINE 
[Notsily]: That’s logic for you, my dear Pierron. 
PIERRON 
[Carried away by his own dialectic]: Properly viewed 
this decree is an act of philanthropy. Give them three or 
four lessons. Rumor will multiply them by a hundred. 
In three months we have peace. 
BAZAINE 
[Foolishly]: Ill guarantee that. 


PIERRON 
Sire, would Juarez hesitate for a moment if he were 
you? 
MaxIMILIAN 
He is himself. [Softly] Mayn’t I stay clean? 


BAZAINE 
Our troops are worn down. This guerilla warfare is 
more depressing than any. We bear everything. For 
whom? For Your Majesty, who refuses to stand with 
us. This can’t go on. You must support me. I have strict 
orders from Paris. You are bound to sign this law by 
your agreement with my master the Emperor. 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Sharply]: I am bound by nothing but my conscience. 
I will forgive Your Excellency’s bad manners. Not 
another word of this. 
[ PizrRoN lays decree on a table.| 
[His attitude demands they leave. BAZAINE lets the mask 
of military gruffness fall. His eyes become Asiatic 
slits in his passionate craftiness. He approaches the 
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Emperor suggestively. MAXIMILIAN retreats with a 
light gesture of rebuff to preserve the distance he 
feels necessary to him.] 
BAZAINE 
I understand, Sire. You want time to consider my 
ultimatum. Pray do. 

[The two Frenchmen exit. HERZFELD is ushered im 
through the middle door by SECRETARY BLASIO. 
MAXIMILIAN grasps him and gives him the paper.| 

MAXIMILIAN 
There—read that. Read it. 


| HERZFELD 
Any foe of the present government found bearing arms 
is to be taken to the nearest troop commander and be put 
to a shameful death. 
MaxIMILIAN 
What’s going to happen, Herzfeld? 


HERZFELD 
Any weapon in a tight place. 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Tensely]: I must be strong. 
[CHARLOTTE enters suddenly by the curtained doorway. 
She has three-year-old AuGustin ITurBIDE in her 
arms. She goes to Max, in rigid gravity. ] 


CHARLOTTE 
I bring your crown prince, Maximilian. 
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MAXIMILIAN : 
[Takes the struggling child from his wife’s arms, in 
deep embarrassment]: You? You bring me this child? 
[Puts child on floor.] Carlotta [Takes the boy’s 
hand.| You belong to us now. If you could only foretell 
your future. 


Don Buasio 
[Enters quickly, excited.]| Your Majesty, I found this 
big envelope in your room. No one knows who delivered 
it. 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Watts till BLasio exits, then glances over the envel- 
ope]: “To Maximilian Hapsburg. From the Republican 
President’s Headquarters.” “Paso del Norte.” Juarez! 
Good God! At last! [Jn jerky prayer. Tears open the 
envelope.| My picture! The Wisdom of Enmity is 
Reconciliation. He has sent the picture back. This is how 
he answers me—What a fool I was— [Pause.| This is 
too much. [After five tense seconds he throws away the 
picture and seizes the decree.| This is too much. 


CHARLOTTE 
[Very calm]: Come, Herzfeld, the Emperor wants to 
be alone. 
[They all go.| 
MAXIMILIAN 
[With the blank expression of a man in unbearable 
agony]: This is too much. [Jn a fit of anger he sits and 
signs the decree.]| 
CuRTAIN 
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ScENE: In the Imperial Palace in Mexico City. A 
corridor. BAZAINE and PIERRON. 
BAZAINE 
Pierron, I cannot help myself. 


PIERRON 


Sh—not so loud. 
BAZAINE 


Don’t worry, Pierron. They can’t afford spies. 


PIERRON 
I’ve never had such a feeling of uneasiness before. 


BAZAINE 
That’s because you’re young. 


PIERRON 
After all, the decree was my idea. I feel responsible. 


BAZAINE 
The idea was good. 
PIERRON 


Good for a Bonaparte, not for Maximilian. A man’s 
character shouldn’t be twisted 


BAZAINE 


Suppose he hasn’t any? 
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PIERRON 


Maximilian cannot stand the hate that makes a glowing 
torch of real genius. Natures like his cannot live except 
in an atmosphere of kindness. We are to blame. 


BAZAINE 
I can’t see that. 
PIERRON 
What is the result? A lot of gold-braided hyenas—the 
Mexican generals, I mean—have satisfied their lust for 
vengeance. But the decree was planned as a tool of our 
pacification, like the idea of the rapid attacks toward the 
border. And what has happened? Nothing! 


BAZAINE 
Our master’s orders. Democratic North America 
threatens him. Juarez manoeuvres well. 


PIERRON 


Europe ought to engage him as a teacher of states- 
men. He graduated from the only ruler’s college in the 
world—the Jesuits. 

BAZAINE 

This dirty business is over now. Two years ago I could 
have settled things before that self-opinionated Archduke 
rode up on his high horse to annoy me. But he put three 
idiots in command ahead of me. Dirty mess! What can 
he expect? 


PIERRON 
Do we have to tell that poor soul that France has to 
abandon the undertaking? I’m so sorry for him. 
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BAZAINE 


France has made nothing out of this. The man will 
never grasp what it’s all about. Well—I’m sorry for 
him too. 

PIERRON 


Your Excellency, I beg your pardon most humbly, but 
that is not the exact truth. 


BAZAINE 
You think pretty clearly, Pierron, for a philosopher. 


PIERRON 
Marshal, as a soldier you are pitiless but at heart you 
are really a kind man. 


BAZAINE 
Ah, yes, but the world doesn’t understand me. 


PIERRON 


Some day it will. 
BAZAINE 


[Moved]: You think so? I’m really a good soul; I 
often pity myself for it. 


PIERRON 
Your trouble is not Maximilian’s nobility but your 
abject admiration for Napoleon. 


BAZAINE 
I’d be crucified for him. He has a way with me— 
a something 
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PIERRON 


Let us call it—winning embarrassment. 


BAZAINE 


That’s just it, Pierron. But this Maximilian comes 
down freshly scrubbed from Heaven. He lives up on 
the heights; and look at me! His sweetness enrages me. 


PIERRON 
[Very grave|: Excellency, forget your irritation today 
and remember he is an unfortunate man. 
BAZAINE 


I won’t gloat over his débacle but some day he'll ap- 
preciate my kindness. 
[HeRzFELD and Don Brasio enter. HeErzFELD bows 
stiffly. | 
Biasio 


His Majesty is at liberty to see you. 
[| BAZAINE and PIERRON off behind Biasio. Dr. Bascu 
enters quickly from the other side.| 


HERZFELD 
Well, Doctor. Read the papers? 


BascH 


These executions are criminal insanity. Can you un- 
derstand it? La “Monarquia,” the royalist paper, abusing 
the Emperor? 
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He wanted to stand above parties but he fell between 
them. The poor Emperor. The conservative generals 
have the decree. Bloody revenge is free. I could strangle 
myself for not having seen through the French intrigue. 


Bascu 
Intrigue ? 


HERZFELD 


Bazaine had to compromise the Emperor in some way 
to justify his defeat. Therefore the decree. He made 
him a target for universal hatred. Now everything, every- 
thing, is blamed on the Emperor. The guilt began with 
the acceptance of the throne on a false premise. 


Bascu 
There’s one certainty—he is guilty of the decree. 


HERZFELD 


And I allowed that decree. Hideous. The traitors are 
busy. Labastida is making an episcopal progress into 
Juarist territory. 


Basco 


What frightens me more is that giant mass-meeting in 
New York. Thirty thousand Yankees declaring them- 
selves for Juarez! 


HERZFELD 


Where is the Medusa who seems to be gazing at us with 
her immortal snake-eyes ? 
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Bascu 


Here, at the border, in Napoleon’s nightmare, in Gari- 
baldi’s friendship, in the Vienna papers. God knows 
where else! 


HERZFELD 
The Emperor looks pitifully badly. 


BascH 
Like a man who has committed a crime in his sleep. 


HERZFELD 


Dr. Basch, let’s be frank with each other. What must 
come, must. 


BascuH 
The sooner the better. 


HERZFELD 


We are Maximilian’s only friends. 


Bascu 


We conscious dreamers must help the unconscious 

dreamer. 

[They shake hands. CoLtoneL Lopez appears in the 
doorway. | | 


HERZFELD 


[Softly, to Bascu]: We must get him to safety. 


BascH 
I see only one way. 
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HERZFELD 
Doctor, you are older than I, but I offer you my 
friendship. 
Bascu 
So be it, my dear friend. 


LopEz 
[ Approaches, very assiduous|: Gentlemen, I do not 
know what happened, but the Marshal’s interview was 
extremely short. Their Majesties are very nervous today. 


Don Bvasio 
[Enters]: Gentlemen, permit me. Their Majesties 
are coming. 
HERZFELD 
[To Basch]: Come along, Basch! 


LopPEz 
What were you saying, gentlemen? Ah, you cannot 
imagine yourselves into the poor unquiet soul of Mexico. 
[All off. MAXIMILIAN and CHARLOTTE enter. The Em- 
peror looks very badly, the Empress is in deep 
mourning for her father, Leopold of Belgium. She’ ~ 
gives the impression of a dark, flickering flame. Her 
fingers are rigidly clutched around a black fan.] 


CHARLOTTE 
You will come with me? 
MAXIMILIAN 


[Closes the doors]: Stay here. I don’t want to be 
alone. I don’t feel at all well. It’s cold here. 
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CHARLOTTE 
And I feel hot. Hellishly hot. It was hell, too. For 
what is hell but a blind alley with no way out? 
MAXIMILIAN 
They have unmasked themselves. 
CHARLOTTE 
Ah, Bazaine! Bazaine is only an echo. But behind 
him I see him the father of lies. Juarez is only your 


enemy, but he is your opposing principle. He wants to do 
away with cleanness so people will adore him. 


MAXIMILIAN 


Napoleon ! 
CHARLOTTE 


He raised you only to let you fall. 
MAXIMILIAN 
Carlotta, it is human perversion to make everybody 
responsible except oneself. 
CHARLOTTE 
What can we do? He floats above us! [Pause]: Let 


us burn incense. 
MAXIMILIAN 


Napoleon is like Bazaine and all of them, a greedy 
coward and egoist. 


CHARLOTTE 
Max! 
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MAXIMILIAN 
I am not a fit tool for his dirty business. Juarez in- 
fluences the United States, it raises its arm. Napoleon 
bows low and notifies me he is about to withdraw his 
support. My charming brother acts no differently and 
orders back the ship with the new volunteers. 


CHARLOTTE 
Max! Suppose you free yourself from them, from 
Europe! 
MAXIMILIAN 
Oh, if I were only still myself. In three months I’d have 
a national army. But feel my hands 


CHARLOTTE 
Cold—so cold. 
[She draws him to an armchair and remains standing be- 
hind him.} 
MAXIMILIAN 


Since the horror occurred 


CHARLOTTE 


[In the grasp of her fixed idea]: There, you’ve— 

He breathed it into you through Bazaine and Pierron. 
MAXIMILIAN 

[Jerkily, tense]: I—I—I signed the decree. [Pause]: 
I floated to this land on heavenly wings, it seemed. And 
then I—I-—I give the signal for hideous massacre. 
[Pause]: Did it come from me? From me? I’m so 
tired ever since. I am not living any more 
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CHARLOTTE 
Max, this remorse is only self-pity. Everyone kills. 
God kills. We must stand firm. It is your imperial 
right. 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Tortured|: No. I, I of all men had no right to do it. 
[Very softly]: Clara, I am broken. Let’s give up. 


CHARLOTTE 
[Starting]: And let him win? 


MAXIMILIAN 
I betrayed my ideal. God’s mouth spews me 
forth. 
CHARLOTTE 
I’m a woman, and I love you, the human being. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Nothing can save me now. 


CHARLOTTE 
When you talk like that you vanish from me, you be- 
come petty and low. Throw away sovereignty, the golden 
air of the mountaintops? Do you want to go on living 
when they no longer call us “majesty”? I don’t. Can the 
sunlight abdicate? 
MAXIMILIAN 
It can grow dark. 
CHARLOTTE 
Go then, and be your brother’s underling again. 


MAxiMiLian 
[Jumps up]: No! 
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CHARLOTTE 
Max, Max! Look at me. I will save you. 


MAXIMILIAN 
You? 
CHARLOTTE 
We need France, we need Europe. Good! Who pre- 
sents our case there? Medal chasers and intriguers. 


MAXIMILIAN 


Whatasetrue: 
CHARLOTTE 


I will go to Europe for you. I! On the very next 


ship. 
P MAaxXIMILIAN 


What are you saying? 
CHARLOTTE 

[In rising ecstasy]: I, The Empress, with my retinue! 
I will carry your light in my hand. I will seek him, the 
arch-devil, in his hell. Me he shall not withstand. My 
poor father is dead now. But my brother rules in 
Brussels. Tl return with an army corps. I’ll force 
my way into the Vatican. I’ll conquer that old Pio Nono 
whose breath reeks like an old village priest’s. I'll bring 
you the concordat in spite of all the Labastidas. I'll 
stand before each door as a barefoot beggar and as thun- 
dering justice. For you! Ill scream the truth into your 
brother’s face. Hapsburg power is dying in him and in 
old decaying nations. In you and in America the Haps- 
burgs are reborn. And, hardest of all, I’ll go to your bad, 
pious mother who hates me and say: Look, woman, that 
is your son. 
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MAXIMILIAN 
Charlotte, you? 


CHARLOTTE 
[Deeply]: You, my light, I will atone in that way, 
just as I love that strange child for your sake. 
MAXIMILIAN 
I can’t let you go, the only person I have, and the 
strongest. I can’t sacrifice you! 
CHARLOTTE 
Max! Don’t forbid me. 


MaxIMILIAN 


This journey is impossible without a suite. We have 
so little money. 


CHARLOTTE 
I have planned for that, I'll take the charity funds they 
have subscribed. 
MAXIMILIAN 
But Charlotte! That—that’s a crime. 


CHARLOTTE 


Crime! Stupid man. A crime when I can wring the 
devil’s neck so that you—you may triumph? 


CURTAIN 
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SEXTH: PICTURE 


SCENE: Headquarters of the Republican eastern army 
at Tlapa. A bare room with an open balcony door rear. 
A field bed, a table with papers, a chair. Outside on the 
invisible street great commotion; sounds of marching, 
music, cheers, GENERALS D1az and PALacio. 


PALACIO 
Is it true, Porfirio, that you have never been sick? 


D1az 
It’s not as bad as that. I’ve had the measles. But 
wounds really don’t affect me much. I’ve seldom fallen 
because of a bullet in me. Pah! There I go again, 
boasting of my coarse, fleshly nature. 


PALACIO 
Porfirio Diaz is never sick and Benito Juarez has never 
dreamed. 
Draz 
Yes, that’s so. 


PALACIO 


Historians will have to admit that Juarez was dreamless 
reason and Diaz the enchanted youth of Mexico. 


D1az 
I don’t know why you keep insisting that I’m young. 
I’m two years older than Maximilian. © 
71 
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PALACIO 
The people see not the facts of a man, but his secret. 
Your secret is you'll be twenty when you're seventy. 


Diaz 
God knows I’d die of sadness if I could no longer 
climb trees. 


PALACIO 
I still remember that day at Chihuahua! © You pre- 
sented eight men to the President as his eastern army. 
That’s not a year ago. Now you have twenty thousand 
armed men. Your magic lies in not being military. The 
lads run after you like the hero of a boy’s book. 


Diaz 
That’s true. I could put an army corps of school boys 
into the field. Oh—that Maximilian, starting an adventure 
with ideas instead of joy in the adventure. 


PALACIO 
They are the way he masks his vanity. He lets the 
money gang lure him into the country, develops social 
redeemer programs, and keeps the hangmen busy. 


Diaz 
An hour comes to every idealist when he can or does 
become a murderer.—And yet—I envy him. 
[During this speech he goes several times to the balcony 
door and looks out secretly. | 


PALACIO 
Envy him? 
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Diaz 
Can you imagine the joy of having a man like Juarez 
for your enemy? I sometimes wish myself in Maxi- 
milian’s place. He doesn’t realize his boldness. Anyway! 
I respect it. 
PALACIO 
The French are deserting him. 


Diaz 
I'd have chased that filth out long ago and made them 
come to terms with us on a fair and square basis—without 
bloodshed. 
CRIES 


[Outside]: Long live Porfirio Diaz! 


Diaz 

That crowd out there’s an iron you have to strike while 
it's hot. We have enough men. But as far as weapons, 
munitions and money go, it looks rotten. I pay my 
soldiers only ten centavos. The officers support them- 
selves. As things stand a defeat might wipe us out. But 
you know me. I don’t like things too easy. [Looks out]: 
Ha—at last! 
| Noise outside. | 


Draz 
You have to give him credit. 


PALACIO 


What? Labastida?—He dares? You showed him 
mercy enough in not throwing him in prison. 
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Diaz 

I have a weakness for all forms of courage, even impu- 
dence. Monsignor is making a journey among the Indians 
to confirm them. He wouldn’t be averse to my making 
him a popular martyr whom I’d have to set free in two 
days. 

PALACIO 

[At the balcony]: They’re not hissing any longer. 
Many of them are kneeling and he is blessing the crowd. 
That’s what the revolution against the Church is worth. 


Diaz 
Yes, that’s what it’s worth, if you’re an ass and have 
no understanding of life. 


PALACIO 
Your eyes are blazing, Porfirio. 


Diaz 
I’m an incurable bully. 


PALAcio 
[Goes. ArcupisHop Lapastipa enters between two 
chaplains. He wears a black soutane.] 


LABASTIDA 
Leave me alone now, friends, with this young hero. 
[After along pause, with studied civility]: You will offer 
me a chair, General. 


Diaz 
[Equally polite]: As you see, Monsignor, my repub- 
lican parlor is quite primitive. My visitors usually sit 
on the bed. May I beg you? 


Spt PIG rURE 75 


LABASTIDA 
[Sitting down majestically]: I am not badly spoiled, 
my dear Porfirio Diaz. My duty as a shepherd com- 
manded me to make this arduous journey into my war- 
stricken dioceses. I have lived through some fairly bad 


brawls. 
D1az 


And escaped even worse dangers, Citizen Archbishop 
Pelagio de Labastida. 
LABASTIDA 


The priest, like the soldier, may not know the meaning 
of fear. You will pardon the comparison. 


Diaz 
I'll expand it. What would have happened to me if I 
had shown myself at headquarters in the imperial capital 
of Mexico? 


LABASTIDA 
You would have been shot down, General. 


Diaz 
Wrong, dear sir, I’d have been strung up for spying. 


LABASTIDA 
[With imperturbable calm]: In either case that would 
have been a great misfortune for Mexico. 


D1az 
I will give you the benefit then, Citizen Archbishop, 
of assuming that yours is a—shall I say—rather limping 
comparison. 
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LABASTIDA 
The institution I represent is untouched by the war. 
I made this journey with full knowledge of its danger. 
The Church is neutral. 
Diaz 


What an amazing pronunciamento. Aren't you the 
Archbishop Pelagio de Labastida who was the leader of 
the royalist agitation two years ago? 

LABASTIDA 

[Parrying skillfully]: I never attempted to avoid the 
designs of Providence. 

Diaz 

Yes, Providence evidently needs accomplices. Who 
was it called in a paper Emperor from across the ocean 
to oppose the rightful government? 


LABASTIDA 
I will gladly concede that Maximilian is, as they say in 
the theatre, badly cast. 


Draz 
And if he were not? 


LABASTIDA 


I would certainly not have the honor of this conversa- 
tion with you, General. 


Diaz 


[With quiet wit|: I’ve always said it. Not monarchy, 
but monarchists, make kings impossible. 
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LABASTIDA 
[With the patient forbearance of a good teacher]: I 
repeat, dear sir, that I represent a sovereign power which 
chooses its allies wherever it thinks best. 


Diaz 
Yes, you feel very much deserted. When Maximilian 
made the incomprehensible mistake of confirming Juarez’s 
Church Law he acknowledged Juarez’s greatness. And 
of course your income was cut down considerably. 


LABASTIDA 

[Very gravely]: With that small income, my young 
warrior, we do immeasurable good. Do you gentlemen 
really think you can influence the hearts of a simple 
people with democratic editorials? Just now I was able 
by the wisdom of the papal dispensation to give this free 
thinking crowd the apostolic blessing. It was a fine 
moment when the religious heartbeat burst through the 
thin crust of your republican propaganda. Ah, your poor, 
poor people. You cannot feed nor clothe them. They 
are all too often the picture of misery. 


Daz 
Nevertheless they know how to win. 


LABASTIDA 
I compliment you deeply upon that, my brave Diaz. 
But the French have not yet sailed away and Maximilian’s 
army grows every hour. 


Diaz 
Is that the only news you bring? 
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LABASTIDA 
It is my privilege as the unbiased representative of the 
Church—to inform you that the Church does not care 
which form of government emerges victorious. 


Diaz 
And the conditions of this neutrality? 


LABASTIDA 
Ah—you still play politics like a boy, my friend. [ds 
if improvising carelessly|: Well, the republican govern- 
ment and the church might give each other mutual guaran- 
tees of immunity. 
Diaz 
And Maximilian ? 
LaBASTIDA 
We will reach some agreement with you as to the Em- 
peror’s person. 
Diaz 
Which means? 
LABASTIDA 
Greater clarity would be superfluous at the moment. 


Diaz 
Do you speak as head of the Imperialist Party? 


LaBASTIDA 
I am the Archbishop of Mexico. 


Diaz 
Very well, Archbishop of Mexico. You offer Maxi- 
milian’s person and cause. I have two answers to give 
you. First: We despise and reject your offer. We 
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will never soil our triumph. I wouldn’t conduct any 
war that was not a moral crusade. That is the only 
excuse on earth for violence. I am not fighting Maxi- 
milian, who is a martyr to his birth and your rascality. 
I am fighting the whole tribe of grafters and jingoists, 
slave-drivers and ghouls, who have raised his throne as a 
screen for their crimes. Tl wreck and uproot every last 
one of them. I'll have no mercy for them. And the 
second answer, Citizen Archbishop, Pelagio de Labastida, 
would be a pair of handcuffs. 


LABASTIDA 
[With snuling comprehension of lus attitude]: Ah, 
how beautifully declaimed, Citizen Diaz. You are still 
more of a bull than a bull-fighter. I beg you to pro- 
nounce my arrest quietly. 


Diaz 
On the contrary, Monsignor. [Beats three tumes on 
the table, AtpE DE Camp enters]: The Archbishop’s 
coach. Escort of twenty cavalry. I hold you responsible 
for getting his party to enemy territory unmolested within 
twenty-four hours. 
CURTAIN 
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ScENE: In the Emperor’s Palace at Arizaba. Work- 
room. Two high windows left. Doors right and rear. 
Center a long table with books, atlases, a microscope. 
MaxIMILiAN and Dr. Bascu enter. MAXIMILIAN, in 
travelling clothes, Dr. Bascu with a big specimen-box 
which he lays on the table. 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Takes the specimen-box, goes to the open window and 
opens it. Great tired moths whirl about him and then fly 
away|: The moths have flown away—like strange souls. 
One of them just brushed my face. Why are we afraid 
of other lives? Horror leaps from all other life, from 
every life—Are you angry that I set them free? 


BascH 
No. They’re not mine. Curator Bimilek has been col- 
lecting them for his museum. Let others follow moths. I 
am chasing an idea which gave me no peace even when I 
was in college. 


MAXIMILIAN 
May I know what it is? 


BascH 
A mirage. Your Majesty! I am looking for a medi- 
cine to calm the death-struggle and relieve the mortal pain 
without deadening the senses. 
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MAXIMILIAN 
What a blasphemous idea! You daren’t ease the pains 
of birth either, or you will injure life. It is the same 
thing! How often I realize now that death is a life 
germinating within us: the fruit of our bodies, the fruit 
of our souls. You must cherish it deep inside you. Ah, 
my poor wife. Is Dr. Riedel a good neurologist ? 


Bascu 
He’s the most advanced man we have in Austria. 
MaXxIMILIAN 
Do you consider the Empress’ illness incurable? 


BascH 
Certainly not, Your Majesty. 


MaXIMILIAN 
Delusions of persecution? I tell you, Carlotta’s letters 
are highly sensible. Her remorseless logic makes our 
healthy thinking seem futile. 


BascH 
I insist that the sight of Your Majesty at Miramar 
would cure the Empress on the instant. Her sickness is 
nothing but nervous exhaustion. Her Majesty lived 
through weeks and months of unspeakable tension. Na- 
poleon’s refusal. Her brother’s denial of an audience, 
their coldness in Vienna, the Pope’s inexorable attitude! 


MAXIMILIAN 
Don’t! All that for me! I martyred a saint. I allowed 
that hideous journey. What is my sin against life that 
everything I do turns to horror? 
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BascH 


Miramar and the sea will help. 


MAXIMILIAN 


That tremendous yearning for the sea. My poor 


Carlotta. 
BascHu 


The evil spell will break as you see the shores of Vera 
Cruz disappear. Everything will be all right. 


MAXIMILIAN 
The only thing that quiets me is the repeal of last 
year’s terrible decree. 


Bascu 
It was a fine last chapter, Your Majesty. 


MaxXIMILIAN 
[Starts up nervously]: Last? No, that is not in my 
hands. Down there in the City Hall the Council of State 
is considering my abdication. [Looks at the clock|: My 
personal happiness must yield to higher considerations. 


Bascu 


Why didn’t Your Majesty appear personally before the 
Assembly ? 


MAXIMILIAN © 
[Quite bewildered]: I can’t, my dear Basch. I can’t 
endure people. [HeERzFELD enters]: You are free, 
Doctor. I’ll leave you to your witches’ brew for today. 
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BascH 
[As he goes, softly, to Herzfield|: Pull yourself to- 
gether. 
HERZFELD 


The deputation is on the way. I beg Your Majesty to 
consider your own good. 


MAXIMILIAN 
I must think of Mexico’s good. 


HERZFELD 
Mexico must help herself. 


MAXIMILIAN 
I am her Emperor. 


HERZFELD 
To me you are an Austrian Archduke. 


MaxIMILIAN 
[Horrified]: Are you preaching dishonor, Herzfeld? 


HERZFELD 


No, deliverance. The Dandolo lies under steam in Vera 
Cruz harbor. 
MAaxIMILIAN 


I am not a prisoner trying to escape. 


HERZFELD 


It will soon be too late for escape. Juarez is pressing 
forward everywhere and the French troops are marching 
to the harbors. 
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MAXIMILIAN 
I have laid my fate in the hands of the Council. 


HERZFELD 
I pray to God they will accept your abdication. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Is that your feeling, Herzfeld? I could not under- 
stand nor bear their acceptance. 


HERZFELD 
My prayer will stay unanswered. Those stinking 
nobles use you for a shield. They have nothing to expect 
but vengeance. Sire! Let us leave Orizaba today. It’s 
the only reward I’ll ever ask for my friendship. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Herzfeld, you never understood me. 
[A confusion of voices outside.] 


HERZFELD 

They’re here. 

[The deputation appears. It consists of Ministers 
TuHEoposio Lares, LAcUNZA and LICENTIATE 
Siriceo. They solemnly take their places before the 
Emperor.| 


LarEs 
Your Majesty! It is with triumphant joy that I 
announce the decision of the Junta. The motion for 
Your Majesty’s continuance in office was carried by the 
tremendous majority of twenty-one to two. It is an 
especial joy to us to be able to inform Your Majesty 
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that dispatches from the Archbishop have just arrived 
urgently demanding the vindication of a monarchy. 
[MaxrmILian thows a long look at Herzfeld, who shakes 
his head]: Your Majesty’s person is the strongest check 
against the flood of destructive tendencies. Newly awak- 
ened enthusiasm will lead the young flag of the national 
army to victory. Sire! Look outside! Orizaba is bedecked 
with flags. Long live Maximilian the First! 

|The ministers agree. | 


MAXIMILIAN 
[ Rapidly, formal and shy]: My honored ministers: 
It is with a full heart I thank you for this proof of your 
loyalty. I beg you to return without delay to the city. 
I will follow you 
[Gives them his hand for a moment. | 


LARES 
Doesn’t your Majesty wish to show himself to the 
crowd? 
MAXIMILIAN 
| Frightened, childike|: Ah—please—no. 
SILICEO 


It would be expedient. 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Zdem|: No—I don’t want to—— 


LARES 
Then I’ll-——[Goes to the window and shouts|: Long 
live the Emperor! [Outside, hisses and cheers. LARES 
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to the Emperor|: The Archbishop, too, has given us the 
promise of a solemn Te Deum. 


MAXIMILIAN 


We are deeply gratified. Can anything be done to 
make the crowd disperse? 


SILICEO 


Sire—you want quiet. We will arrange everything 


LARES 


We are at the command of His Highness. 
[Ministers exit. Twilight.| 


HERZFELD 


[Pleading]: May I send word to the captain of the 
frigate Dandolo? 
MAXIMILIAN 
Do you really believe I’d go back to Austria as an in- 
teresting bankrupt? Am I to bear the sneering politeness 
with which my brother would tolerate me? Is that what 
you think of me? Blood has flowed for my sake. Blood 
creates obligations. Noblesse oblige. 


HERZFELD 
The Empress’s condition demands you go to Miramar. 


MAXIMILIAN 


Her sublime worth demands I remain in Mexico. 


HERZFELD 
Too late for that. 
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MaxIMILIAN 


Perhaps. But while the ministers were talking to me, 
God sent me the deciding thought. I shall return to my 
capitol and summon a general national congress to decide 
between Juarez and me. 


HERZFELD 
[Raging]: Juarez! Always wooing your idol, Juarez. 
What a theatrical idea. 
MAXIMILIAN 
You are a petty man, Herzfeld. 


HERZFELD 
[Beside himself]: Your magnanimity, Sire, cost you 
your position, it may cost your life. 
MAXIMILIAN 


[Brusque, aloof|: I will raise no objection to your 
protecting yours. 


HERZFELD 
God help me—I can’t defend myself from insult. 


MAXIMILIAN 


[A prey to his coldness]: People have always criticised 
my choice of retinue. I do go too far below my station. 


HERZFELD 
[Deeply touched. Blood-red. After a long pause]: 
I will await your orders in the Capital. 
[Exits quickly. | 
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MAXIMILIAN 

[Stands immobile for a time, then hurries to the door]: 
Herzfeld, oh, Herzfeld. [Cotonet Lopez enters by the 
same door and meets him. He carries a lighted can- 
delabra which he puts on the table. Max, driven]: Stay 
here, Lopez—you’re a gay person—why do they torture 
me so? 

LopEz 
Where does Your Majesty wish dinner served? 


MAXIMILIAN 
No. I won’t eat. Sit with me. Here! And tell me 
something. Anything, quickly. 


Lopez 
[Unsure]: I don’t quite know— The court is so ascetic. 
Your Majesty means something—amusing? Does Your 
Majesty remember Princess Salm-Salm? 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Nods]: Go on, go on 


LopPEz 
A delicious woman, a maddening woman, and how she 
stares at Your Majesty! I envy those looks. The 
Princess has something intoxicatingly knowing about the 
eyes. And she is young 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Stamps his foot]: Go on. Go on. 
LopPEz 
Quite the aristocrat! And yet! You won’t believe me, 
Sire, but the woman was a circus-rider—[Soft violin 


92 JUAREZ AND MAXIMILIAN 


music, very distant. Lopez interrupts himself to look 
out of the window in a lovesick manner]: The cabinet- 
ministers are celebrating their victory in champagne. 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Slowly]: Victory! 
LopPEz 
How that sounds—quite European—I know—Ah, the 
night life of the great cities. 

[Closes his eyes and leans back, crosses his legs and takes 
on the remembered pose of a man of the world en- 
joying the motley night in a Parisian pleasure-room. | 

MAXIMILIAN 
They are expecting you, my dear Lopez. Hurry so as 
not to be late. 
Lopez 


But Your Majesty wanted me to amuse you. 


MAXIMILIAN 
No, no, go and enjoy yourself. 


LopEz 
| Hesitating]: But 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Quickly, in a choked voice]: I cannot use you. I 
have work to do. 

[LopEz tiptoes out uncertainly, embarrassed. After a 
moment of music-filled solitude, MAXIMILIAN throws 
himself across the table, crying silently.] 

CURTAIN 
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ScENE: In the Palace at Mexico City. The Emperor's 
workroom. Rear a broad curtained door into his bed- 
room. Exit door right. MAXIMILIAN and PIERRON. 

PIERRON 


So I decided to atone for the bad advice I unfortu- 
nately gave Your Majesty. I will renounce my country 
and cease to be a Frenchman. From this moment, Sire, 
I belong to you alone. 


MAXIMILIAN 


I cannot accept this sacrifice. 


PIERRON 
[Declaims]: Napoleon is the incarnation of all the 
vanities and lies of modern society. 
MAXIMILIAN 


Have you ever looked him in the eye? He is nothing 
but a pitiful cheat. 
PIERRON 
It was a noble gesture, Sire, not to accord the Marshal 
a farewell audience. 


MAXIMILIAN 


I forgive Bazaine. But see him? I can't. 
95 
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PIERRON 


Does Your Majesty know he sold Buena Vista, the pal- 
ace Your Majesty gave him? And to whom? The Arch- 
bishop! 

MAXIMILIAN 


That is all over now. 


PIERRON 


But things are certainly not hopeless. The Imperial 
army is no trifle. The most famous creole generals gather 
about you: that devil of a Marquez, Miramon, and Mejia! 
Here in the palace. Juarez has not one man of talent except 
Diaz. Well? 

MAXIMILIAN 


This senseless murder horrifies me. 


PIERRON 


Sire, do you think that if you were not here less blood 
would flow in Mexico? 


MAXIMILIAN 


It is difficult for you, as a soldier, Pierron, to sense the 
human aspect of this conflict. 


PIERRON 
Majesty! Don’t reject my services. 


MAXIMILIAN 
No, I will make use of you. But in another way—I 
speak now as a friend; my work in Mexico is over. The 
idea of a national congress to decide between Juarez and 
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me is blocked by my own ministers. I have made a failure 
of myself as a human being and an Emperor. I shall go 
back to Europe to play the opera-bouffe part of an ex- 
monarch; to Austria, where I’ve lost the succession; back 
to Miramar, where an incurably sick woman lives out her 
suffering in darkened rooms because of me. I’m going 
back! Man, do you know what that means? I have 
bruised my heart to death, but I am going back. 
[Turns away. | 
PIERRON 

[Softly, head bowed]: Sire! What do you ask of me? 

[Dr. Bascu enters.] 


MaxIMILIAN 
You will assist the Minister of Finance in drawing up 
an exact amount of all items that may be owing to the 
state. Do not forget the Empress’ journey. I will apply 
my Austrian estates to the settlement of these debts. [To 
BascH]: Well? 
Bascu 
|Zakes out a long galley-proof|: I set the abdication 
manifesto in the state printing office with my own hands. 
The form is being kept secretly. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Tell the printers to be ready tonight. 


PIERRON 
[Shoves back the window-curtain a little.| For God’s 
sake! [Muted sound of a military march, and of cavalry 
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clattering over a poorly paved road.—Twilight.| Bazaine 
and his staff are leaving Mexico, with music! They are 
passing right under the Emperor’s window. 


BascH 


That isn’t all. He manoeuvered to leave the fort un- 
guarded just when Porfirio Diaz is advancing to our very 
gates. 


MAXIMILIAN 


[Very pale]: Oh, the Marshal is polite. He offered me 
a cabin on his ship. 


PIERRON 
[Sobbing]: And I helped them! 
[Off quickly. ] 
MAXIMILIAN 


[Helplessly|: Men are good teachers, but I cannot 
seem to learn my lesson. Have you spoken to Herzfeld? 


BascH 
Your Majesty should have found some word for him. 


MAXIMILIAN 
It is so hard to forgive when one’s self is in the wrong. 


BascHu 
Herzfeld left a few hours ago. He will arrange for 
rooms and horses at each relay-post. He will wait for us 
in Vera Cruz. Would Your Majesty like to correct the 


galley-proof? I will have the manifesto printed imme- 
diately. 
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MaxIMILIAN 
Good. It shall be published tomorrow morning. I shall 
lie down now, Doctor. The fever and pain are beginning 
again. 
BascH 
Your medicine is on the bed-table. I will be within ear- 
shot, at your immediate service. Remember—the mani- 
festo, Your Majesty. 
[Lays proofs on the table and goes. The groom opens 
the curtain to the other room.| 


Biasio 
Blasio? Didn’t I give you leave to go? 


GROOM 


[Goes slowly to the Emperor|: Your Majesty: 


MaxIMILIAN 
[Starts back]: Who are you? 


Groom 
[Takes bell out of his pocket]: I beg that you do not 
interrupt me. 
MAXIMILIAN 


Pl call. 


Groom 
[Very quiet]: Maximilian of Austria! You will not 
betray the faith I put in you. During my imprisonment 
in Puebla you accorded me the honor of a visit. Today 
I return the call—I, Porfirio Diaz! [Maximi.1an silently 
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retreats far from him.| I put myself in mortal danger to 
serve you. Therefore I demand that you do not interrupt 
me. My time’s short. I am here as Juarez’ messenger. 
My message to you has four parts: Truth, accusation, 
judgment, pardon! The truth of your position, Maxi- 
milian: [Shows him a paper.| Here you see a letter from 
Bazaine offering to sell me mountains of ammunition. I 
did not answer this proposition nor the more important 
one offering me the capital and your person. The truth 
about your men: They are depressed, that is, morally and 
practically worthless. Your generals? They are all im- 
perialists because they have recognized the Republic as 
their doom. The foundation of monarchy is stupidity and 
decadence. Do you know that, Prince von Hapsburg? 
| MAXIMILIAN regains poise, comes nearer.| The accusa- 
tion! Archduke Maximilian. You came, the strangest 
sort of stranger, into this country which did not concern 
you. You made yourself the tool of Napoleon and of 
those captains of industry who gladly shed blood to float 
more stock. 


MAXIMILIAN 
That is not true. The finest blood in Mexico offered me 
the crown. 
Diaz 
We both have a very clear idea of how fine that blood 
is. You hindered the rightful government’s performance 
of its high task only to glorify your proud name and sat- 


isfy the most boundless and irrational ambition. Your 
actions are based on self-deception and lies. 
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MAXIMILIAN 


Now, as then, I believe that only a free legitimate mon- 
archy can save this country. 


Diaz 
And the blood decree? 
MAXIMILIAN 
I gave my own happiness, my wife, my health for 
Mexico. 
Daz 
I am here to announce the law, not discuss it. Your own 
decree pronounces your sentence. The President would 
have to execute it. But instead of executing it, he pardons 
you. 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Agonized|: Pardon me, me! He, me! 


Diaz 
Yes, he, the cursed little Indian, pardons you, the Haps- 
burg. He, to whom you have done only evil; he, the 
man you drove out, pardons you. Can you measure the 
greatness of that pardon? He renounces punishing you, 
and through you all monarchy and capitalistic sin. 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Hurrying to the door]: I can’t stand any more. 
Pil 


D1Az 
[With great calm]: Now I shall see what a Hapsburg 
is. 
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MAXIMILIAN 
[Stops]: You are under my protection, General. 


Diaz 
Your pardon depends on one condition: self-recogni- 
tion. In the letter you will write to Benito Juarez you will 
make a complete renunciation, express your deep remorse, 
and ask for free conduct to Vera Cruz. Your only pun- 
ishment is to be self-knowledge. That is my message. 
[MaxIMILIan is rigidly silent.]| You were strong enough 
for lies and evil. It would pain me if you were not strong 
enough for the humility of knowledge [ MaxIMILIAN 
silent.| It would pain me, Maximilian of Austria 
|He waits.| Here is the bell. Count till ten. 
[Disappears rapidly into the bedroom. MaxIMILIAN 
throws off his paralysis and rings madly. Lopez, 
Bascu and Buasio enter aghast.| 


MAXIMILIAN 
Lopez! The generals! Instantly. Go! [Loprz and 
Biasio hurry away.|] Basch, break up the type sets of the 
abdication manifesto. 
BascH 
For heaven’s sake, what does this mean? 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Stamps his foot]: No questions. 
Bascu 
Your Majesty? 


[Generals Marquez, Mrramon, Menpes, Mejia enter. 
Lopez behind them.| 
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MaxIMILIAN 
My Generals! Answer me on your souls’ salvation. Is 
there any hope for us to defeat Juarez and Porfirio 
Diaz? 
MARQUEZ 
By my soul’s salvation, not only hope but certainty. 
The reds know Leonardo Marquez and fear him. 
MIrAMON 
By my soul’s salvation. Miguel Miramon has won 
thirty-seven victories over the plebians. He guarantees it. 
MENDEZ 
By my soul’s salvation. 


Tomas MEJIA 


[In a trembling voice]: Your Majesty—that ugly 
uarez—it would be a great da 
g y. 


MAXIMILIAN 


General Marquez, I appoint you chief of staff. Your 
suggestions ? . 
MarQuEz 


Defensive with massed strength at Queretaro. 


MAXIMILIAN 


Good! I'll go to Queretaro with the main body of the 
army. Now I thank you, gentlemen. 


THE GENERALS 
Down with the republic! 


[Of.] 
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BascH 
[With troubled eyes]: Your Majesty! What a terrible 
mistake. What happened? 


MAXIMILIAN 


Don’t ask me! 
BascuH 


But this is madness! Retract! 


LopPEz 
[As if answering a voice, in a curious sing-song]: 
Queretaro? 
BascH 


Queretaro! Why that’s a trap. 
MAXIMILIAN 
T know it. 
[The curtain falls.] 
CURTAIN 
END OF THE SECOND PHASE 
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SCENE: Cerro de la Campana. Vedette by the Bell- 
Mound at Queretaro. Anarid prairie. Right a pyramid of 
rifles. CORPORAL JOHN NEPOMAK WIMBERGER of the for- 
mer Austrian Volunteer’s Brigade, the two infantrymen, 
YAPITAN, an Mestizo and PoLtypHEMIo, an Indian, are 
lying (camping) on the ground and are in the process of 
devouring their meal from two battered eating-bowls. 
The Corporal’s uniform ts halfway presentable im spite of 
its obvious defects, both Mexicans’ uniforms are in a 
state of improbable decay. Their gray coutil (cotton) 
pants are smeared with the color of every filth in the 
world. YAPITAN wears the red shirt of the Juaristas under 
his ragged blouse. He is a deserter.]| 


CorPORAL WIMBERGER 

[A weathered man of forty, pushes his food away im 
disgust]: Here, you dirt-eater. Take this too. [Poty- 
Puemio reaches for the dish. It is impossible to tell if he 
is cretinous idiocy caused by lack of thyroid prevalent in 
some backway communities, especially in Switzerland- 
North Italy, or merely lazy to the very limt of European 
comprehension.]| Yesterday your soldiers’ witches stewed 
a moldering cat. This stuff tastes like carrion. 


PoLYPHEMIO 
Who can know, sir? 
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WIMBERGER 
[Spits three times]: Ugh, if I hadn’t found my girl in 
that lousy Queretaro! 
YAPITAN 
[A rather appealing criminal’s face]: Why did you 
come here from your Austria, Corporal? 


WIMBERGER 
To meet you. 
YAPITAN 
Ah yes, yes, you are a great gentleman. Were you for 
the Emperor over there too? : 


WIMBERGER 
The family didn’t always suit me—now in ’*48—— 


YAPITAN 
What’s ’48? 
WIMBERGER 
That was our revolution, ass! They’d make that red 
Juarez shut up over there. 


YAPITAN 
Is that all you had? One revolution? 


WIMBERGER 
Yes, but we had barricades. 


“YAPITAN 
You know, Corporal, I was this little. And the fellows 
came from the soldiers’ college and said: “Speak up for 
us, youngster! We’re having a revolution.” What side 
are you for? The first revolution paid me three centavos 
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a day. The second, half a year later, five centavos. 
Brother, I’ve helped seventeen revolutions, white and red. 
But not one of them paid more than ten centavos Tell 
me—what did you get out of your revolution? 


WIMBERGER 
An invitation to enlist for long-term service. 


YAPITAN 
And you didn’t get any higher than corporal? 


WIMBERGER 
That will do for you—you half-breed tramp! Here I’m 
a dirty volunteer corporal. At home I was a royal and 
imperial real retired private of the Prince of Hesse’s 
infantry regiment. That’s more than being a Mexican 
general like that Marquez. The dog runs away with half 
the garrison and leaves the Emperor in the lurch. 


YAPITAN 


Do you know what they’re saying? Marquez told some- 
one the Emperor isn’t an emperor at all. An Emperor has 
a gold uniform, and red stripes, and a plume. But that 
one with his blue coat? Not a star! And on foot? And 
he talks just like one of us. 


WIMBERGER 
I wish you’d stayed over there with your Chinacos. 


YAPITAN 


Maybe I’ll be going back soon, Corporal. You're a hell 
of a corporal. And over there Juarez wouldn’t let his offi- 
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cers hit us. Everything according to the rules. No pun- 
ishment without a report. But I tell you: If your rifle’s 
not cleaned: handcuffs. If you sleep on post: against the 
wall. When they are like that over there I’d rather be for 
the Emperor, here. 


[MaxIMILIANn enters slowly. He wears a simple blue 
military coat with no distinctive feature. In his hand 
is a knotted stick. His expression is expectant, far 
away, his face browned and older. The beard no 
longer parted, less well groomed.] 


WIMBERGER 


[Saluting]: Your Grace! Beg to report: Outpost Fif- 
teen of Miramon’s division. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Thank you, my friend: Don’t disturb yourselves. Go 
on with your meal. [Yapiran rises slowly. PoLyPHEMIO 


takes no notice.) I know you, Corporal, your name 
is 


WIMBERGER 
Wimberger, your Grace. 

MAxIMILIAN 
These soldiers? 

WIMBERGER 
That one’s Yapitan, deserter. 


MaxIMILIAN 


[With the weariness of a man who is obliged to repeat 
the same thing over and over again]: Yapitan, you did 
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right. You must not be ashamed. You are not fighting 
against Juarez, your old commander, nor for me. You 
are fighting for a national congress and peace. 


YAPITAN 
[With airy contempt]: War? Peace? What difference 
do they make? 
MAXIMILIAN 
We want to make Mexico’s life a happy one. 


YAPITAN 
Happy . . . unhappy? What difference does it 
make? 

MAXIMILIAN 


You must have a family. 


YAPITAN 
Maybe. 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Horrified by such apathy]: What were you by pro- 
fession? 
YAPITAN 


[Grins, showing an amused expanse of teeth, laughs 
slowly]: Ha—ha—ha—ha 


WIMBERGER 


[Confidentially]: Your Grace — Indian harlot’s 
bastard! Scum. Look what we’ve let ourselves in for. 


YAPITAN 
Don’t worry, Your Grace, we'll fight for you. 
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MAXIMILIAN 
[Conquering disgust]: No one is fighting for me. 
We are fighting for the elections. Wimberger! Explain 
that to people. [Indicates Polyphemio]: And he ? 


WIMBERGER 
Polyphemio, your Grace, Royalist. 


MAXIMILIAN 


Hungry Polyphemio. I’m sorry all of us haven’t better 
fare. What zs that? 


POLYPHEMIO 
[Munches unmoved|: God knows. 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Takes the bowl and eats of the food with a heroic 


effort. | 
WIMBERGER 
Your Grace, don’t eat that. It is not for us. 


MAXIMILIAN 


In a few days our privations will be over. I have good 
news. General Marquez is bringing reinforcements. 
[Loprz enters L.] 


[Excitement among soldiers in the camp.] 


POLYPHEMIO 
| Yawns|: Who can tell, master? 


LopEz 
Marquez? 
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MAXIMILIAN 


I refuse to despair. After all, you are not giving up 
everything, my dear Lopez. I smell perfume. 


Lopez 
Mille fleur. I should be delighted 


MAXIMILIAN 
My thanks. 
LopPEz 


Your Majesty doesn’t have to go as far as that. You 
are forgetting your delicate health. 


MAXIMILIAN 


I am not here to play Emperor. I am not here to lead 
an easier life than any of these poor hungry devils about 
me. Has the enemy battery over there on San Gregorio 
fired ? 

WIMBERGER 

This is siesta-time. 

[PoLtyPHEMIO and YAPITAN take their rifles and le down 
on the escarpement. WIMBERGER Starts to approach 
the Emperor. MAxIMILiaNn starts, and falls back.] 


MAXIMILIAN 


Yes? [His face has the tortured look of misgrane, 
shattered health, disgust, unbearable trouble. He pulls 
himself together quickly. He manages a forced smile]: 
I know. It is hard. But I am with you, always with you. 
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YAPITAN 
[Takes up his rifle]: Halt. Who goes there? 


VOICE 


A friend. 
WIMBERGER 


[By the breastworks|: Battle cry? 


VOICE 
Return General Marquez. 


W IMBERGER | 
Password ? 
VOICE 
Bell Mound. 
WIMBERGER 


Pass, friend. 
[An OFFICER in a red Juarist shirt appears, takes off his 
sombrero and is unmasked as blonde PRINCESS 
AGNES Sat, who bows before the Emperor.| 


SALM 


Your Majesty, I beg to report my arrival. 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Frightened|: But Princess! Where in the world 
do you come from? 
SALM 


From Escobedo’s camp where I have good friends. 


MAXIMILIAN 


You make me angry. I mean it. You are the most 
foolhardy person I have ever met. 
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SALM 


Oh why, your Majesty? Please let me alone. It is 
happiness for me to serve you. 


MAXIMILIAN 


To all my other worries you’ve added worry for you. 
You do not lighten the responsibility I feel for everyone 
here. 

SALM 

My action is a dream come true. You have always 
been my ideal. 

MAXIMILIAN 

Ideal? 

SALM 


I cut your pictures out of the papers. I collected your 
speeches. I wouldn’t leave my husband alone until we 
came to Mexico. Everything bored me. Nothing to be 
loyal to. And then suddenly, an Emperor with radical 
ideas. An Emperor who sleeps on the bare ground. You 
have given my life meaning. In your name alone there’s 
magic. Don’t laugh! 


MAXIMILIAN 
Princess. 
SALM 

You are thinking that I’m only the vulgar tight-rope 
walker, aren't you? Well you don’t really have to look 
down on me. My Puritan family is respected at home. 
I didn’t have to be a tight-rope walker. I was a head- 
strong child who ran away from home to be an artist. 
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Ask my husband. He didn’t have to lift me out of the 
gutter. But I didn’t come here to talk about myself. I 
made my way through to Escobedo. 
MAXIMILIAN 
What news there? 
os CGADM 
Bad, I’m afraid. Marquez was beaten by Porfirio Diaz 
at San Lorenzo and he’s shut up in the capital now. No 
more hope of reinforcements. 


MaxIMILIAN 
No more hope of anything. 


SALM 
There’s one certain way left for your Majesty. Break 
through into the Sierra Gorda! That’s Mejia’s home dis- 
trict and royalist to the last hamlet. Escobedo will not 
dare follow you. I know it. 
[Cannon shot.] 
LopEz 
Your Grace! 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Shyly]: My round of the outposts is not yet over. I 
should like to make it alone. My dear Lopez, please ac- 
company the Princess to the Hotel de Diligencias. 
[Salutes them all fleetingly and goes.] 


Lopez 
[Comes close up to the Princess and says softly]: 
Madame, you do not answer my letters. [Satm ignores 
him.| You don’t know me. Otherwise you would be 
kind. 
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SALM 
I'll be frank at any rate, Colonel Lopez. Pretty men 
of your type disgust me. 


Lopez 
[Consumed with rage]: Were you so cold in Esco- 
bedo’s camp too, dear lady? 


SALM 


That is an impertinence. 


Lopez 

[Crushed]: Ah, forgive me! Punish me. I love you. 

I can’t bear this life any more. I hate myself. If I knew 
how, I’d send it all to hell! You alone can save me. Oh, 
your fragrance, your voice! I’m mad 


SALM 


You are sick. 
LopPEz 


[Earnestly|: I am sick. There is no help for me in life 
but my hour with a woman. Quiet me. Have pity. 
SALM 
Pity? I’m afraid of you! 


LopEz 


You love the Emperor. 


SALM 
Don’t blaspheme. 
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LopPEz 


If you love the Emperor, if you wish him well, you 
must, must, listen to me. 
SALM 
Enough. Go now. 
Lopez 


I was ordered to accompany you. 


SALM 
I forbid you to follow me. 


LopEz 


Then I will wait all night in the courtyard of the hotel 
for deliverance. You can’t forbid me that. 


CURTAIN 


TENTH PICTURE 


TENTH PICTURE 


ScENE: The Emperor's headquarters in the Monastery 
of La Cruz, in Queretaro. A terrace from which unban- 
istered steps lead down to a sort of courtyard, (square). 
kight, a bare, rather low building rises above the terrace, 
its flat roof, the agotca, visible to the audience. The rear 
is shut off by the fortress-like wall. Right, on the terrace 
a table with candles and a glass of orangeade. Maxt- 
MILIAN sits at the table. GENERAL Tomas Mejra stands 
before him. Lopez leans silently against the house door. 


MEJIA 


[His broad brown face beaming, is drawn up to his full 
poor little height. He holds a dispatch in lis hand]: 
Imagine, Sire, I am fifty years old. Being childless was 
my great sorrow. That is why I took a young wife. And 
yesterday, the saints be praised, I had a son. And he 
looks more like her, not ugly like me. The little thing 
has white skin. Now, Majesty, now Tomas Mejia isn’t 
fighting for the Emperor alone, but for himself and his 
child. We'll get out of this, Commander. We'll break 
through into the Sierra Gorda, into my mountains who 
love their old wildcat. 


MaAxXIMILIAN 


I rejoice heartily with you, General. May your child, 
and you, and all of us some day be happy. Have all 
arrangements been made? 
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MEJIA 

Down to the last detail. Three thousand civilians have 
taken over the trenches, and they'll begin a barrage 
at six o’clock in the morning with the bad muskets we 
leave. That will make Escobedo attack the Cruz here 
on the east full strength. While we 6,000 of us in massed 
formation will break through on the west by the Bell- 
mound. In two hours we'll be through. 


LopEz 
[ Suddenly, from the background, in a carefully, monoto- 
nous voice|: Why wasn’t the sortie made yesterday ac- 
cording to the original plan? 


MaxIMILIAN 
I am not at all dissatisfied. 


Lopez 
[Dreamily]: Too bad. Too bad. 


MAXIMILIAN 
What orders have the Hussars and my escort? 


Lopez 
I have just come from inspection. The men are 
sleeping in full equipment; the horses’ saddled. 


Mejia 
Good. 
MAXIMILIAN 
And the reveille? 
MEJIA 


At five. 
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MaxIMILIAN 
[Embracing Mejia]: My dear friend Mejia. I con- 
gratulate you again with all my heart. And now lie 
down. You must sleep. 


MeEjIA 
[Deeply moved]: Oh, Sire, I don’t know why I’m 
so moved. 
[Off across the court.] 


MAXIMILIAN 
You have served me very unselfishly from the begin- 
ning, Lopez. I want to thank you. I want you to take 
this medal for your bravery. 


Lopez 
[Frightened]: No. I couldn’t, your Majesty. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Your appointment as General was rejected, I regret 
to say. The generals declared against you. They drivel 
about a patriotic misstep in your youth, even of felony. 
My God, these army men seem to have a great feeling for 
other people’s honor 


Lopez 


[As if seeking a ground for bitterness]: And didn’t 
your Majesty try to impose your will upon the generals? 


MaxIMILIAN 
It would have been a poor time to do that. 
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LopEz 


[With a slight trace of sentimental maliciousness|: 
You are right. Promotion means so little after all. 


MAXIMILIAN 
And so I can only reward your faithfulness with a 
request. You have a good pistol. If I am threatened with 
imprisonment release me with a bullet. 


LopPEz 
[With glowing, pleading eyes]: Would not your 
Majesty rather shoot me? Now? 


MAXIMILIAN 

[Stares at him a moment, keenly]: What’s wrong, 

Lopez ? 
LopEz 

Your Majesty, Queretaro is two meters long and half 
a meter broad. We have lived in this cage for three 
months. Sire! Have you known the awful moment when 
your soul is strangled in loneliness? You want to run, run, 
run away! Out into the open. But walls everywhere, 
dirty soldiers, hostlers with watering-pails. [Driven]: 
Your Majesty, I’d give my life to have both of us far 
away, in the light, in Paris. 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Smiling]: And Princess Salm, Lopez? 


LopEz 
A decent street girl would have helped. 
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Dr. Bascu 
[Comes out of the house]: The enemy let through a 
bundle of European papers. 


MAXIMILIAN 
How apropos. We can satisfy your longing for Paris 
in a moment, Lopez. Sit down, gentlemen. Basch will 
read to us. 
BascHu 
[After seating himself, begins to read off the head- 
lines}: ‘““World’s Fair” “Paris an Enchanted Sea of 


Light”——_“Triumphal Ovation for Napoleon on the 
Champ de Mars”———“Flower Carnivals” 
LopEz 


[Dreaming]: Flower Carnivals—there are so many 
wonderful things in the world 


BascH 
Which humanity could do without. 


MAXIMILIAN 
YS. 
BascH 
“Jules Favre Addresses the Chamber on Mexico.” 


MAxXIMILIAN 
That concerns us. Well? 


Bascu 
[Reading aloud]: “Did they think to overcome re- 
publican ideals and the iron desire for justice of a Juarez 
so lightly? Maximilian is’—— 
[Checks.] 
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MAXIMILIAN 
What am I? Out with it! 


Bascu 
Majesty ! 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Takes the paper from him. He reads]: “Maximilian 
is a real Don Quixote” [He gives back the paper, 
laughing]: Do you think that’s so terrible? There are 
times when a decent man can’t be anything better. 


LopEz 


[Starts brusquely out of a long apathy]: Sire, I must 
make my round of inspection. 


MAXIMILIAN 
Your hand, Lopez. Good night. 
[Lopez exits over the steps, rear, almost running. Be- 
fore he disappears he stops once more without looking 
back at the Emperor.| 


Bascu 
[Shaking his head|: These creoles are out and out 
epileptics. 
MAXIMILIAN 
He has a pleasant voice. His nature attracts me as 
Mexico does. 
BascH 


If he only had the right look in his eyes. 


TENTH PICTURE 127 


MAXIMILIAN 
Why are you nervous? 


Bascu 
I admire your Majesty’s calm. 


MAXIMILIAN 


Look out there, Basch, at the jagged peaks of the 
Sierras, under those alien stars. A weird shorthand. I 
feel as if I understood this land, as I understand Juarez 
and myself. The fragrance of the mango trees, poison- 
ously sweet. Can you smell it? 


BascH 
Wind of the Mexican plateau. Your Majesty 


MAXIMILIAN 


[His soul struggling with Porfirio Diaz):  Self- 
knowledge? We never have more knowledge of our- 
selves, than we can bear. I have learned to bear a great 
deal of it. Pain does not educate, only danger. She is 
the mother of our real being. Everything is dross and 
melts away that cannot stand the test of extreme peril. 
Birth, title, fame, ambition, art—laughable. My body 
is sick. But I feel this strange romantic soil beneath my 
feet as a wanderer senses the journey’s end. [Pause.| 
I am so strangely happy. For the first time in Mexico. 
And happy men are lucky. 

[The bell of La Cruz chimes the hour.| 


Bascu 
Only three more hours to sleep. 
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MAXIMILIAN 
[Looks out into the night once more]: Whatever 
comes it won’t be ugly. 
[Off into the house Dr. Bascu follows with the cande- 
labra. The starry summer night is gradually clouded. 
In the deepest blackness the tense time of the drama 
becomes the plot. The clock of La Cruz strikes two, 
then three, at measured intervals. The unreal space 
of these hours is filled with all kinds of echoing 
night-noises: stamping, pawing, neighing horses, 
backing, infrequent steps. Far away sounds the 
harsh, recurrent song of a drunkard, talking sleeptly. 
After the last stroke has sounded, two men with lan- 
terns appear and circle the court. They disappear 
and come back with a noiseless detachment of sol- 
diers, some of whom carry torches which they quickly 
extinguish. The group enter the house in dead 
silence, emerging on the flat roof. Meanwhile one 
of the men with lanterns sets double guards at all the 
exits from the court. It strikes four. Dusk, twi- 
light, and the dawn light follow each other quickly. 
Lopez and the Republican Colonel, JosE Rincon 
GALLARDO become clearly visible. The latter allows 
the pistol he has been holding to Lopez’ hand to 
sink. | 
Rincon GALLARDO 
No treachery, there. Have we all the strategic places 
occupied ? 
Lopez 
[Rigid as a sleepwalker|: All—— 
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RINCON GALLARDO 


The battery at La Cruz is turned against the 
barracks? 
Loprz 


Against the barracks 


Rincon GALLARDO 
Nothing overlooked? 
Lopez 
Nothing. 
RINCON GALLARDO 
[Grabs Lopez and hurls him to the ground]: Dirty 
traitor, why did you do it? 
Lopez 
[Kneeling, raises an empty face]: I don’t know. 
RINCON GALLARDO 
You don’t need money? 
Lopez 
No. Not for money. 


Rincon GALLARDO 
Did he ever harm you? 
Lopez 
Only good. 
Lopez 


[Chokes out]: Wake up——I—wake up 
me wake up——I 


God let 
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RINcON GALLARDO 
Get up. Wake the Archduke. Never mind about 
taking prisoners. Understand? Go on. 
LopPEz 


[Bellows]: Treason! Treason! The Emperor’s be- 
trayed! The enemy is in La Cruz. Treason 
[Dashes into the house.] 


RINCON GALLARDO 


Queretaro’s taken. But my hands are dirty. [He 
wipes them with a handkerchief|: Ugh! 

[The great southern sun rises. The shadows grow violet. 
The traitor’s cry is repeated. Half-dressed men run 
out of the house and from all over: officers, soldiers, 
hostlers, servants with baggage. Tremendous con- 
fusion. Dr. Bascu, Don Brasio and GRILL 
appear. | 


MAXIMILIAN 


[Steps out of the house, quite calmly, with studied 
control, at the height of the noise which ceases instantly] : 
Quiet, brothers. Nothing is lost. Go to the Bell Mound. 
Quiet. 

[The Emperor's men rally about him. MAXIMILIAN goes 
to Rincon Gallardo.| 


RINCON GALLARDO 


[Looks off-stage calls to his sentries]}: These are 
friends. Let them pass. 
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MAXIMILIAN 


Sir, I am the Emperor. 


RINCON GALLARDO 


I don’t know of any Emperor. As to this unnecessary 
sword, let me remind you of the intruder’s blood decree. 
“Whoever is found bearing arms” you may remember 
the context. [Steps away. Sudden sound of artillery. 
The town sounds the attack. The Emperor's men in a 
dull, jerky rhythm, fade with fear.] Long live Maxi- 
milian. 


MEJIA 


Long live Maximilian. 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Softly]: Long live Maximilian—No, not I! 


CURTAIN 
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SCENE: Government seat of President Juarez at San 
Luis Potosi—a narrow office, resembling the one at Chi- 
huahua, but better kept. Princess SaLM in a travelling 
costume and veil. She is glowing with excitement and 
striding about the room like a man. 


HERZFELD 


[Battleworn, aged|: The court-martial in the theatre 
at Queretaro was nothing but a farce. The death sen- 
tence was pronounced long ago. It’s over. We won't 
be able to save the Emperor. 


PRINCESS SALM 


We won’t. That sounds like you, you cowardly 
Austrian. I had everything ready for his escape. 
Everything! But it failed. [Stands before Herzretp] : 
The next time we must save him, Herzfeld. We will! 
We must! [Porrirtio Diaz enters. She goes to meet 
him|: The finest man in Mexico, Porfirio Diaz! General, 
you abandoned your siege of the Capital. That must mean 
that you won’t allow an absolute innocent to be 
slaughtered. 


D1az 
[In cold earnest]: I have no other business here in San 


Luis Potosi, except to submit a report. 
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HERZFELD 


[Bows to the general]: Herzfeld is my name, the 
boyhood friend of Maximilian of Austria. Oh, why, 
General, can’t you see what a saint he is. You, you would 
be the very man to shield him. 


D1az 
Archduke Maximilian is a criminal. 


HERZFELD 
A criminal? Merciful God! Under what law? I 
swear by all that’s holy: Maximilian acted in good faith. 
They would give him no rest. The whole official world 
said yes. 
Diaz 
A proof that their ethics are criminal. 


HERZFELD 
And also a proof that Maximilian’s innocent. 


Diaz 
Neither nature, man or God. None of them can pro- 
tect a weak man’s ideal of innocence. If your friend had 
been more mature, more clear, he would have realized 
in time that he must become the victim of a gambling 
voluptuary and feudal desperado. He is their victim now. 


PRINCESS SALM 
[Pained]: Talk, always talk. 


HERZFELD 


Why don’t you hold Napoleon and Bazaine to account, 
General? 
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Diaz 
Unfortunately, the President has to be content with 
their scapegoat. 
HERZFELD 
[Pleads excitedly]: Maximilian is a beautiful person 
in the holiest sense of the word. I beg of you to see noth- 
ing but the man himself. His only crime was to allow 
himself to be named Emperor. But didn’t he come into 
this country like a savior? His great dream was to free 
the Indians. That very fact ought to have placated Juarez, 
the Indian. 
Diaz 
Don Benito Juarez has no passions. Nothing can bribe 
him. He does, not good, but right, and that is the only 
thing which is good in the end. 


HERZFELD 

[With onunous calm]: No sophistry, General. 
Facts! The Republic has won. But no great power has 
recognized the new government, as yet. Behind Maxi- 
milian von Hapsburg stand the ruling powers of the entire 
world. Even the United States, your sister-republic, con- 
demns the death sentence. The execution would be a 
folly the President dare not commit. He'll be swept 
away by the world’s horror. European fleets will land in 
Vera Cruz. The revenge of the united monarchs will 
smother your party and Mexico in blood. 


Diaz 
[Quietly]: I advise you, my valued friend, to re- 
nounce that argument. We have won more than a party 
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victory in a civil war. Our triumph strikes at the very 
heart of decadent society throughout the world. Let the 
ghost of titles and gold dare try to rise. Here and every- 
where it’s dead of its own rottenness. I am sorry Prince 
Maximilian is a higher type of man. But he must fall with 
the social order from which he cannot escape. 


Princess SALM 


Man, how can you talk of victory and triumph while 
a lovely creature, a gentle child, is being murdered? You 
are all, all devils. You all talk madness. And no one 
sees the dear eyes, no one feels the clean breath, no one 
the sweet warm life, oh, no one 
[Breaks into tears.] 


HERZFELD 


[Trembling]: General Porfirio Diaz, after the Presi- 
dent you are the most powerful man in the new state. 
Weigh your responsibility. They pronounced the death 
sentence on the Emperor the day before yesterday. Three 
hours later the execution should have taken place. A 
human being waited three hours for certain death. Three 
hours. I ask you, can you feel the monstrousness of those 
three hours? What is death compared to them? Do you 
want that unthinkable, barbarous torture repeated? No. 
You can’t. It is your duty, General, your duty before 
earth and heaven, to secure his pardon Well, why 
don’t you speak? 


Diaz 
I know my duty better than you. 
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HERZFELD 
Then I won’t waste my time. Perhaps I’ll find a 
human being among the ministers. 
[ Exit.] 
PRINCESS SALM 


[Runs across the room sobbing. Suddenly she calms 
herself, removes hat and veil, smoothes her hair, looks for 
a mirror|: Lord, how mussy I am Maybe I’m get- 


ting old Look at me, Porfirio Diaz! I’m told I’m 
pretty——_Men want me I’d listen to any traitor in 
the world 


Diaz 


Be quiet, Madame. I won’t dishonor you by under- 
standing 


PRINCESS SALM 
[Goes to him wildly]: And he spared you when you 
were a prisoner in Puebla, the stupid, stupid man. Why 
didn’t he kill you, why? 
Diaz 


I repaid that and I will repay it to the end. 


Princess SALM 
[Embracing him violently]: You will help me, you will 
save him! 
Diaz 


[Forces her from him and steps back]: We left his 
door open till the last moment. 
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PRINCESS SALM 
Oh, the poor man is so holy, and stupid. He couldn't 
do it. General! To the President! Quick! You are 
our hope. Quick! 


D1az 
What can I do? Now it is too late. The court has 
spoken. 
ELIzEA 
[Enters quickly]: General! A most important des- 
patch from Italy. 
Diaz : 
[Reads]: “Caprera. To Juarez and all Republicans 
in Mexico.” [Looks up]: That is Garibaldi. Now, 
woman, pray. Garibaldi is the President’s idol, the one 
human being he loves. They were friends [ Unfolds 
the despatch and reads]: “I, Garibaldi, foe of all blood- 
shed, beg you for Maximilian’s life. Forgive him. My 
fellow citizens whose blood the gory Hapsburgs shed in 
torrents beg you to forgive him. The people are gen- 
erous: They always conquer and they always forgive.” 
If anyone can save him it is Garibaldi. Come, Elizea, 
quick, to the President. 
[Both off.] 


Princess SALM 
Garibaldi, help us! 


HERZFELD 
[Enters in black despair]: Every door closed. If I 
could only get to him. But Queretaro’s far, so far 
[He closes his eyes in terrible exhaustion. ] 
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Princess SALM 


Man, something good, something important just hap- 
pened. Put your mind on this, hard, hard. Make your 
thought beat against Juarez. Think, “Help, Garibaldi.” 


HERZFELD 
If I had some relays of horses, maybe 


PRINCESS SALM 
[Stamps her foot]: Think: “Help Garibaldi.” [A 
shrill ringing.| What is that? 
[Enter Evizza R., an official left, quickly.] 
ELIZEA 
A glass of water to the President’s room. 


OFFICIAL 
Water? They never ask for that? What happened? 


ELIZEA 
Nothing, nothing. 
OFFICIAL 
Dizziness? Shall J-—— 
ELIZEA 


Nothing at all. Hurry. 
[OFFICIAL motions a Servant to go.| 


PRINCESS SALM 
[Walks stiffly, front stage, and whispers sharply to- 
ward heaven}: God in Heaven, let him die. I promise 
never to love another man. Let Juarez die. I promise 
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to give up every joy. Let him die. I'll sacrifice my horse. 

Let him die. I’ll never wear silk or batiste again. Let 

him die. 

[OrricraL takes a glass of water from a servant and 
hands it to Elizea.| 


Diaz 


[Enters]: Go. [EtizEa and OrriciaL go. Dz1az, in 
a trembling voice|: My appeal was no use. Garibaldi’s 
plea was in vain. The President signed the death warrant. 
Maximilian dies tomorrow at sunrise. 


PRINCESS SALM 


And no one’s with him, no one who loves him. 
[She sways weakly. ] 


CURTAIN 
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ScENE: Mazximilian’s cell in the Capuchin Monastery 
at Queretaro. A bare, narrow, shallow room. Door rear, 
exit right. An tron bed. A little mahogany table with a 
crucifix and silver candelabra. Night. 


MAXIMILIAN 

[Sitting on the edge of the bed, wearing his blue mili- 
tary overcoat, unbuttoned. He holds a letter in his hand. 
His lips murmur words of whose meaning he is not 
aware|: The will to love—is not yet love [ BascH 
enters right, quietly. He seldom raises his deeply bowed 
head during the entire scene and avoids looking at Maxi- 
milian. He has brought a piece of clothing which he hangs 
on a nail.| Yes, come in, dear doctor, I called you. 


: BascH 
Your Majesty was sleeping so peacefully an hour ago. 


MAXIMILIAN 
I am frightened by my sleeping. It is a great waste of 
time under the circumstances. That is why I got up and 
wrote a long letter to Juarez. How late is it? 


Bascu 
Four o’clock. Shall I keep the letter? 


MAXIMILIAN 
Destroy it. I’m afraid it’s full of phrases and pathos. 
That would be bad form. Speech is incidental, death 
decides. 
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Bascu 
I am absolutely calm. Juarez daren’t do it. 


MaxIMILIAN 
He must. And I myself approve him. I am guilty, my 
dear Basch. And that thought gives me peace. It would 
be much, much harder to bear injustice. I’ve thought it all 
out to the very end. 
BascH 
Such justice is not human. 


MaxXIMILIAN 
Guilt is not to be great enough for one’s deeds. Failure 
is guilt. My idea of a radical monarchy was unreal. There- 
fore the error, the lie must be in myself: guilt. The 
age of royalty is over. In the shipwreck of the privileged 
classes poor little kings who are not kings must perish. 
The hour of the dictators has come. Juarez. 


Bascu 


Woe to the victorious masses. 


MAXIMILIAN 

And yet I’m not like Franz Joseph. He shirked his 
destiny. Mine held me fast. You know I went to Quere- 
taro with my eyes open, Basch, had to go, as Lopez had 
to betray me. 

BascH 

Sire, you are bitterly revenged on Lopez. He is des- 

pised by friend and foe. 
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MAXIMILIAN 
The poor devil. He was not big enough for the mys- 
tery of betrayal. 
BascH 
[Softly]: Poor Herzfeld—if we had only listened to 
him. 
MAXIMILIAN 
[Pulls a ring from his finger]: Take this ring to him. 
Yes, poor old Herzfeld. I was not fit for life, but I am 
fit for death. And that is not a little thing. [A wailing 
and weeping becomes audible.| That is Mejia. Poor little 
Mejia next door. If Juarez had only pardoned Mejia and 
Miramon. Oh, that poor little Indian Mejia. 


BascuH 
Can you still have pity with time flying? 


MAXIMILIAN 


But Mejia has such strong ties. He has a wife and child 
—I am free since Carlotta 


Bascu 


The Empress is at rest 


MAXIMILIAN 
So they say. But perhaps only to make my death easier. 
Why? Death is all that’s left to me. Since my wife is gone 
I’ve felt death in me. It is my inmost self. It is myself 
and all I have. 
Bascu 
[Uncontrollably]: No, no, it mustn’t happen. 
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MAXIMILIAN 


You are still alive. You cannot understand it—this 
huge 


SENTRY 
[Cries repeated in the distance]: All’s well! All’s well! 


MAXIMILIAN 
Did you find the coat? 


Bascu 


[Takes the piece of clothing from the nail]: Here. It’s 
quite shabby. 


MAXIMILIAN 
It will do. 
[Exchanges the litevka for the long coat.]| 
BascH 
And the tie 
MAXIMILIAN 


[Takes it]: No mirror. A great deprivation. Look 
and see if I’ve left anything in the pockets. 


Bascu 
An unopened letter. 


MAXIMILIAN 


The last letter from my wife. I haven’t had the cour- 
age to read it. [Holds the letter in his hand, hesitating.] 
I can’t. Basch, you open it. Read it. 
[Sits on the bed.] 
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BascuH 

[Opens the envelope, and reads|: “My dearly beloved 
darling! Everything is splendid. You have triumphed. 
They are afraid to poison me now and leave me in peace. 
You are part of God’s victory over the Archenemy. Your 
pure heart has changed everything. Your eyes look down 
at me from every place and I hear your voice every- 
where. I was to blame for everything. But now I am 
happy. For you are the lord of the earth, the sovereign 
of the universe.” [Maximiian has fallen back, fainting. 
Bascu bends over him weeping, raises his head, strokes 
it.| Oh, my dear friend—Don’t wake up again—beloved 
soul 
[Morning dawns.] 


MAXIMILIAN 
[Comes back to consciousness]: Curious. A vision—a 
childish dream—far away. Did I dream it before? 


Bascu 


What? What? 
MAXIMILIAN 


A picture—it vanishes—a mountain—I come nearer—a 
pyramid—men up and down in lawyer’s red robes—wise 
old men with animal faces—and at the summit, carved 
in stone, Juarez—Juarez—at last he has come to me—But 
I am not afraid—I draw deep breaths—I sing—No, no! 
Not like that, it wasn’t like that. [Moves himself. In a 
hard voice. Stands erect, at attention.| Thank God. It’s 
morning. 

[First ray of daylight—Sentry calls. Enter Canon Sorta 

and a sacristan in full regalia.} 
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Soria 


Your Highness, I have read a silent mass for you three 
gentlemen in General Miramon’s cell. 


MAXIMILIAN 


You go first, Abbé. I’m coming. 


Soria 


Oh God, Highness, what a handsome young man you 
are. Why did this have to happen to me, me with my soft 
heart? Forgive me—I can’t help myself. 

[His voice fails him.] 


MAXIMILIAN 


[Smiling]: Now I'll even have to comfort my own 
father confessor. [Sofily, to himself, with the clearest 
control|: Only nothing false now. No lying now. 
[Sora and SACRISTAN exit.] 


BascHu 


[Pulls himself together and talks very quickly]: Your 
Majesty, I know we will see each other again. Still—I 
have a good medicine for sinking body and sou! into sense- 
lessness. I beg you, Sire, to take this powder. 


MAxXIMILIAN 


[Interrupts him]: Do you want to rob me of my last 
possession? Only the body knows fear. It shall not 
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dominate me. You mean well, Dr. Basch. I thank you. 

But I want to live my death. 

[Off by the door rear, Bascu follows him with his eyes. 
Then he takes the blue military coat and presses it to 
him. Bright morning light. Crescendo drum and 
trumpet signals. The exit door is thrown open. An 
OFFICER enters with SoxpviEers following. BAscH 
raises his hands in horror, recoils and sinks onto the 
bed, deathly pale. Curtain.] 
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EPILOGUE 
THIRTEENTEL PICTURE 
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[ScenE: Before the Capuchin Church at Queretaro. 
A wide plaza. In the rear a wall of motley humanity mov- 
ing from one side of the stage to the other with backs to 
the audience. The inhabitants of Queretaro are waiting 
for the President’s entry into the city to view Maximil- 
wan’s body. Over the heads of the crowd rise the red 
penon-lances of the supremos poderos, the republican 
guard who are keeping the road free for the President. 
The noise of many people, the yells of peddlers, and news- 
paper sellers sound distantly. The foreground is entirely 
dead. Right a ruined palace—tlike house with a few steps 
leading up to its door. A burning day. PRINCESS SALM 
and HERZFELD enter left.] 


HERZFELD 
Give me your revolver, Princess. 


PRINCESS SALM 
I’m going to push my way through to him in the church 
and shoot him as he stands by the Emperor’s coffin. 


HERZFELD 
Hysterical folly. 
PRINCESS SALM 
Can Juarez go on living? 


HERZFELD 
Give it to me. 
[Forces the weapon from her.] 
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PRINCESS SALM 
And you are Maximilian’s friend. 


HERZFELD 


He would hate this madness. Would this help him? 
Now? 


Princess SALM 


Herzfeld, you are horribly sensible. I’m not. I can’t 
bear to have everything pass off so quietly. A man died 
who was like a god. Maximilian is the loneliest dead 
man in all the world. Shan’t he be granted the rights of 
the dead? Juarez crumpled over his coffin? And I— 
let me be. 

HERZFELD 


Don’t you know we have no right to revenge? Don’t 
you know that we and the Emperor have always been 
strangers here, Princess? 


PRINCESS SALM 

Oh, don’t think I was in love with the Emperor. I saw 
him so few times. He didn’t ever notice me. What could 
I have asked of him, anyway? It was something entirely 
different, something glorious! Herzfeld! Yes I’ve been 
loved and have loved. But suddenly I see this trusting, 
luminous being. Spring fragrance in a soul. Filth melts 
before him. He enchants and elevates by simply being. 


I [interrupts herself.| Oh, how can I go on living? 
With whom? 


[Enter Dr. Bascu, right.] 
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HERZFELD 
Basch! At last! 
Bascu 
Herzfeld. 


[They embrace with deep emotion.] 


HERZFELD 
[When Bascu starts to speak]: Don’t say anything. 


BascuH 
You are right. [Pause.] He was big in death. 


HERZFELD 
Why should he die? For whom? 


Bascu 
Don’t you believe that every beauty and every sacrifice 
sings on to swell the precious light of the world? 


PRINCESS SALM 
[Tears glistening in her eyes]: Yes, I believe it. 


HERZFELD 
I believe in futility. 
PRINCESS SALM 
No! 
BascH 
Poor Maximilian who had to fail in everything but 
death. 
HERZFELD 
His love found no object. He dreamed of legitimacy 
and remained the most illegitimate being on earth. For 
the only legitimate thing on earth is bestial obscene ambi- 
tion. 
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BascH 
Or implacable power,—like Juarez. 


PRINCESS SALM 
He’s coming. Do you hear? 


HERZFELD 
[Weeping uncontrollably. | 
[Black whirl of drums and roar from the crowd.] 


PRINCESS SALM 
[Excited]: Do you hear? 
[The wail of people becomes more and more astir. Red 
flags are raised, the pennons dance.]| 


BascH 
I can’t see him. 
HERZFELD 
I don’t want to see him. 


PRINCESS SALM 
I will see him. 


[Ascends the steps on the right and looks over the heads - 


of the crowd.| 
BascH 


Why has the murderer come? Drunk with victory? 


Curious ? e 


HERZFELD 
Juarez does nothing unnecessary. Be sure of that. The 
dead Emperor is a great asset for the Republic. Europe 
will grovel now. 
|The whining drums and the noise come nearer and 
nearer. | 
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PRINCESS SALM 
[Watching the invisible parade]: Guardistas—now the 
generals—all in red shirts—Escobedo leads the group— 
Porfirio Diaz is not among them—that is fine of Diaz. 
[The crowd’s madness increases.| The ministers—and 
now: 


HERZFELD AND BascH 
[Excited in spite of themselves]: And now? He? 


PRINCESS SALM 
No, a servant with a wreath. A very official wreath 
with a black bow. 
THE Crowp 
[Howls]: Juarez! 
[The drums thunder onto the stage.] 
PRINCESS SALM 
There, a little old man—his coat fits badly—he walks 
carefully. 
BascH 
His face? 
PRINCESS SALM 
_ Politely quiet. But he sees no one—no one dares to 
come close. I couldn’t do it, Herzfeld. [The noise from 
the crowd is suddenly muted.] He is standing on the first 
step. He raises his right hand a little He speaks I 
can’t hear what he’s saying. 


HERZFELD 


[Overcome by bitterness]: He enters the church. He 
stands before the Emperor. The Emperor? He’s nothing 
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more now than a piece of furniture they’re haggling over. 
In three months *t will all be a yellow newspaper clipping, 
in one year a story, and then 


PRINCESS SALM 
[Comes to the man]: Juarez is the great, the real 
master of this age. Let us go. 


HERZFELD 


And then blood, always more blood spilled and then for- 
gotten. 
PRINCESS SALM 
[ Softly, as if she were ashamed to have forgotten for a 
moment|: Maximilian 


THE Crowp 
[Convulsively|: Juarez! 
[A band plays the Chinaca, Mexico's rapid revolutionary 
hymn. | 
CURTAIN 


THE END 
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